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A GIRL’S DESIRE 

Bob rolled on his side and Peggy felt his hand 

on her breast. She turned to face him. His arms 

closed around her as she snuggled close to him, 

pressing the length of her warm body against his. 

She reached up and guided his head down to 

hers and kissed him hungrily. His hands were 

now on the small of her back, stroking gently, 

fondling and caressing. 

There was a stirring of fire deep inside her. 

She knew that soon her excitement would build 

up to white-hot intensity. She wanted Bob. She 

needed him. 

She moaned deeply, bending her body to ac¬ 

commodate his, trembling under the touch of 

his hands. She felt the muscles of his loins 

tighten under her evoking touch. 
She moved against him slowly, provocatively; 

then she held him tightly, whispering, "Don't 

rush. There's time • . . lots of time . . •" 
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1 
THE rhythm was beginning to excite her. 

From the portable record player in the wings, the 
music swelled, filling the stage with a pulsing beat that 
took hold of Peggy, possessing her, controlling her arms, 
legs and hips. Her supple body, clad only in a black 
leotard, bent and swayed with the wild melody. The 
notes pounded into her, filling her with their savage, 
naked invocation. She began to improvise, allowing 
herself to be carried away by chords, losing herself in 
the frenzied beat of the drums, the wail of the clarinet 
She whirled, arms outstretched, toes skimming the 

floor.. • 
From the dark hollow of the auditorium, Dave Faraum 

shouted, ‘That’s good, Peggy. Great!” 
She did not hear him. She was aware only of the 

music. She was no longer Peggy Raven dancing alone on 
a stage; she was the untamed daughter of some primitive 
tribe, whirling to the lashing throb of drums in a secret 

jungle clearing. 
The clarinet reached a shrieking crescendo, lifting 

Peggy with it, her body soaring. Then the music crashed 
to its finish and Peggy collapsed to a heap on the stage. 

For a moment there was silence. Then loud, scattered 
applause sounded from the darkness. Peggy raised her 
head, breathing heavily, suddenly realizing where she 
was. She blinked, wondering how a few people in an 
empty auditorium could make their applause so loud. 

The lights went on. Dave Famum lifted his pudgy 
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body from the aisle seat of the fourth row and waddled 
excitedly toward the stage. His eyes were shining behind 
his glasses and the tufts of gray hair on his head danced 
with every bouncing step he took. He skirted the or¬ 
chestra pit, hurried to the end of the stage and bounded 
up the stairs. He grabbed a towel draped over a chair in 
the wings and hurried to Peggy. 

Peggy sat down on the boards while Dave squatted 
next to her. She took the towel from him and mopped 
her face and neck, then draped it over her shoulders. 

“That was great,” Dave said firmly. 
Peggy smiled at him. “Thanks, Dave.* 
“No, I mean it. Really great.” 
Peggy jumped to her feet. 
Dave scrambled upright, standing beside her. The top 

of his head was about level with her shoulders. 
“Thats all for tonight,” he shouted to the rest of the 

cast sitting in the auditorium. “Remember, rehearsal for 
the whole company tomorrow at one o'clock,” he said. 
The performers rose from their seats and headed toward 
the exit, waving and calling to Peggy and Dave. 

Peggy's eyes moved to the rear of the auditorium 
where a silent figure sat smoking in the shadows. 

Dave followed her gaze. “Bob Hamilton?” 
Peggy nodded. 
“Just like every other night, huh?” 
“You don't mind him waiting for me—do you, Dave?” 
“Of course not, baby. Just ask him not to smoke. Don't 

forget this is a school auditorium. TheyH let us use it 
for rehearsals only if we keep it clean and don't break 
any rules.” 

“Ill tell him,” Peggy said. “I'm sure he doesn't know 
he's not supposed to smoke in here.” 

“Forget it,” Dave said. He chuckled. “After all, his 
father contributes heavily to our little theatrical group.” 

“Bob's all right,” Peggy said defensively. “Don't take 
it out on him just because his father is wealthy.” 
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“Easy, baby,” Dave said soothingly. “I’ve got nothing 
against your boy friend.” He took her by the elbow, 
turned her so that she faced him. “That dance you did 
just now... Do it like that on opening night, and you’ll 

be the hit of the show.” 
Peggy smiled. “I don’t know if I’ll be able to do it 

exactly like that again. I was—well—sort of improvising, 

you know.” 
Dave nodded. “I know. But keep at it. Maybe you 

can work out the steps and get the whole dance set in 
your mind by opening night. We’ve still got two weeks.” 

“I’ll try,” Peggy said, and started to move away from 

him. 
He did not release her elbow. “Look, baby, I want 

to talk to you about something.” 
She waited. 
“You’re wasting your time here,” Dave said. “You’re 

aware of that, aren’t you?” 
Peggy smiled wanly. 
“I mean it,” Dave said. “I’ve been directing amateur 

productions like this one for twenty-five years. I’m not 
Broadway material myself, but I do know talent when 
I see it—And you’ve got it. Why not make use of it?" 

“Sure you do. Every summer you work at one of those 
fancy resorts in the mountains. You teach ballroom danc¬ 
ing there, and once in a while, you dance in the shows. 
You call that making use of talent?” 

“I get paid for it.” 
“Peanuts. That’s what you get-peanuts. You could 

really go places, Peggy. Don’t you want a dancing ca¬ 

reer?” 
She looked at him steadily. “Of course I do. You know 

that.” 
“You could be a star,” Dave said with conviction. 
“Just like that, huh, Dave?” 
“No-not just like that. It would take a lot of hard 

work and some good breaks. It wouldn’t be easy, but 
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you could do it. You could go right to the top.” He looked 
at her closely. “Don’t tell me you’ve never thought of 
that.” 

“Yes—I’ve had thoughts.” 
“Then do something about it! Go to New York. I’ve 

got a few connections there. Not many, I admit, but I 
might be able to help you get started.” 

“Well-” 

“Well, nothing. This isn’t something to hesitate over. 
Either you do it—or you don’t.” 

“Dave, we’ve been over all this before. What brought 
it on again?” 

“The dance you just did. That was talent, baby. Real 
talent. I always knew you had it—and that dance proved 
it.” He shook his head vigorously. “Peggy, Peggy— 
look what you’re doing to yourself. You work hard all 
summer in the mountains, then come back here to Con¬ 
necticut for the winter and bury yourself—and your 
talent-by working as a steno. What kind of a career is 
that?” He gestured with his arm, indicating the audi¬ 
torium. “Do you think that dancing in an amateur pro¬ 
duction like this will do you any good-will bring you 
the recognition you deserve?” 

Peggy sighed and glanced at Bob Hamilton, unmov¬ 
ing at the rear of the auditorium. 

Dave looked at her sharply. “Does he have anything 
to do with it?” he asked. 

Peggy shrugged. 
“Doesn’t he want you to go to New York?” 
I dont know, Dave. He doesn't seem too keen on 

my dancing.” 
Dave snorted. 

"Bob’s all right,” Peggy said quickly. “He wouldn’t 
stand in my way if I really wanted a career.” 

“Then what’s stopping you?” 
“It takes money, too, you know. I don’t have much 

saved up.” 
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“So you do what everyone else does. You’re young. 
Get a part-time job. Think of it, baby. You'll be right in 
the heart of things. You'll be where everything impor¬ 
tant is happening. It's an exciting life." He sighed. “I'd 
give anything to have your talent and be thirty years 
younger” 

Peggy smiled. “I like you the way you are, Dave.” 
“Think about what I said, Peggy. I'm going to keep 

after you.” 
“I'll think about it,” Peggy said. “I really will.” 
“Okay. Now clean up and get out of here. And don't 

let that boy of yours keep you out too late. I know it's 
Friday night, but I want you fresh for rehearsal tomor¬ 
row.” He grimaced. “With an amateur production like 
this, we have to make good use of all the extra rehearsal 
time we can put in on weekends.” 

“Ill be here,” Peggy promised. She turned and waved 
to Bob, then hurried from the stage. 

In the girls' locker room, next to the gymnasium, 
Peggy changed her clothes quickly and began to freshen 
up. As she gazed into the mirror putting on lipstick, she 
remembered the way the music had suddenly taken 
possession of her while she had been dancing. The same 
tiling had happened before, but never so strongly, so 
completely. Never before had she had such a feeling of 
power, of her body being so perfectly attuned to the 
rhythm of the music. 

Was Dave right? Did it mean she had the talent 
necessary to reach the top as a dancer? She had never 
before faced this question squarely. But she would have 
to face it now, she knew. 

She gave herself one last look in the mirror, then 
walked swiftly from the locker room. 

Bob would help her, she told herself. He would help 
her find the answer. 

Her pace quickened. She was eager to be with him. 



THEY parked near the river. 
Bob leaned back, lit a cigarette. "Tired?” he asked. 
“A little,” she replied, taking a deep breath of the cool 

spring air. She closed her eyes. 
“Well, you should be tired,” Bob said with a slight 

edge to his voice. "You put in a full day’s work at the 
office, and then at night you dance until you’re ready to 
drop.” 

Peggy opened her eyes and looked at him. In the glow 
of his cigarette when he inhaled, the deep cleft in his 
chin was clearly visible, and the moonlight reflected 
from the river highlighted the glossy blackness of his 
hair. His eyes were in deep shadow but from the set of 
his lips Peggy sensed the tension in him. 

“You object to my dancing?” she asked, trying to keep 
her voice calm. 

“No—it's not that.” 
“Then what is it. Bob? You're upset about something 

now. Let’s get it out in the open.” 
He puffed quietly on his cigarette for a few moments 

longer, then said, “What’s the purpose of your working 
yourself to death? I mean, what good is it doing you, 
Peggy? Is it worth all the time and energy?” 

“I think so,” Peggy said softly. “I like to dance-and I 
think I’m good at it.” 

“Is that what Dave was telling you after your number 
tonight?” 

"You heard him?” Peggy asked. 

10 
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Bob shook his head. “Only a word here and there. But 

he seemed awfully excited.” 
“He was.” 
“What did he say?” 
After Peggy explained, Bob sat in stubborn silence. 
“You don't agree with him?” Peggy asked after a while. 
“Well, I—I will admit you're pretty good.” 
“Just pretty good, Bob?” 
“Well—I don't think you should go to New York.” 

“Why not?” 
Bob fell silent again. 
“You don't think I would make the grade-is that it. 

Bob?” 
“Do you?” he asked. 
“Yes,” she said with sudden conviction. “I do think so ” 
“Does that mean you’re going to New York?” 
“I haven’t decided yet,” Peggy said. 
“I see you rarely enough now,” Bob said with a trace 

of resentment in his voice. “If you go to New York, I 

won't see you at all.” 
Now Peggy was silent. There was nothing more to say, 

she thought. Didn't he realize the final decision was up 
to him? Didn't he know that all he had to do was take 
her in his arms, and tell her he did not want to lose her? 
If he did that, she knew she would stay. There would 
be no more thoughts of a career—Bob was more impor¬ 
tant to her than dancing. Maybe she was not cut out to 
be a star after all—maybe she lacked the ambition, the 
willingness to make sacrifices for the sake of a career. 

Bob, she thought desperately, please help me. 
But Bob continued smoking quietly. 
Peggy sighed. 
Bob flicked his cigarette through the open window of 

the car, and turned to her. He reached out, drawing her 
close to him. Peggy sank into his arms and lifted her 
face as he bent over her. His lips touched hers gently at 
first, and then, as she slipped her arms about his neck, 
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his mouth pressed hers fiercely. She parted her lips, re¬ 
sponding to his kiss. 

Maybe he is incapable of expressing his feelings with 
words, she thought. Maybe this is his way of asking me 
to stay. But she rejected the excuses quickly. She re¬ 
membered many occasions on which he had shown 
himself quite capable of speaking up boldly concerning 
his emotions and attitudes. It was only right, then, that 
if he wanted her to stay, he should ask her to—he should 
commit himself, let her know where she stood. Her fu¬ 
ture—their future—was too important to be decided by a 
kiss. 

She closed her eyes and rested her head on his shoul¬ 
der. Give him time, she told herself. Don't press him. If 
he wanted her with him always, and not just at moments 
such as this one, it was up to him to tell her so—and 
sooner or later, no doubt, he would. She would have to 
wait. 

He kissed her again, tightening his arms around her. 
She closed her mind to thinking. His hand was at her 
waist, then at her hip. His fingers squeezed gently. 

She shifted to get into a more comfortable position. 
Bob pressed his lips to her ear and whispered, “Not 
much room in a car.” 

Peggy smiled in the dark, knowing what he was lead¬ 
ing up to. 

“How about it?” he asked. 
“How about what?” 
“You know.” 
“It's late,” she said. 
“Not that late.” 
“I have a rehearsal tomorrow,” she reminded him. 
‘It's in the afternoon,” he parried. “You’ll make the re¬ 

hearsal in plenty of time.” 
He kissed her again. She smiled to herself and said, 

“All right.” 

He squeezed her affectionately, then released her and 
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reached for the ignition switch. They backed away from 
the river, made a sweeping U-turn, and soon were on the 
main highway. 

Peggy relaxed, resting her head on the back of the 
seat, watching Bob as he drove. He turned his head once 
and smiled at her, then devoted his attention to the road 
in front of him. 

Soon Bob swung the car into the gravel driveway of 
a roadside motel. He drove to the office, stopped the car, 
and got out. “Be right back,” he said, and walked briskly 
inside. 

Waiting for him, Peggy looked around at the familiar 
scene. How many times had they stayed here? Often 
enough for her to have lost all feeling of strangeness 
about the place. She sighed heavily, wondering about 
the pattern her life was taking with Bob, about this 
series of one-night stands. She quickly dismissed the 
doubts from her mind. She wanted to be here with him, 
she had to admit. He had not forced her to come; he had 
never forced her. She desired him every bit as much as 
he desired her. 

Bob came out of the office and climbed back into the 
car. He drove to the end cottage, switched off the head¬ 
lights and cut the engine. He held the door open for 
Peggy, then locked the car. 

They went into the cottage together. Peggy waited 
just inside the door while Bob moved across the dark 
room to turn on a lamp sitting on a night table. Then 
Bob turned to face Peggy, who was closing and locking 
the door. 

Bob smiled at her and held out his arms. She hurried 
into his embrace. 

There was no need to talk. They sank to the large 
double bed, arms locked about one another, lips pressed 
together. 

After a while, they stood up and, at opposite sides of 
the bed, undressed quickly. After Peggy pulled back the 
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covers they slipped into bed. Bob switched off the lamp, 
plunging the room into darkness once more. 

For a moment they lay silent and unmoving. Then 
Bob rolled on his side and Peggy felt his hand on her 
breast. She turned to face him. His arms closed around 
her as she snuggled close to him, pressing the length of 
her warm body against his. 

She reached up and guided his head down to hers and 
kissed him hungrily. His hands were now on the small of 
her back, stroking gently, fondling and caressing. 

There was a stirring of fire deep inside her. She always 
felt that stir of flame when she was in Bobs embrace. 
She knew that soon her excitement would build up to 
white-hot intensity. She wanted Bob. She needed him. 
Nothing else mattered. 

She moaned deeply, bending her body to accommodate 
his, trembling under the touch of his hands. She felt the 
muscles of his loins tighten under her evoking touch. 

She moved against him slowly, provocatively; then 
she held him tightly, whispering, “Don’t rush. There’s 
time... lots of time.. 
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DURING springtime in Connecticut, sleeping late is 
impossible. The birds begin chirping at dawn, and as the 
sun grows brighter, sing more and more enthusiastically. 

Peggy heard the birds faintly as sleep began to release 
her. A light breeze shifted the drawn blinds, allowing a 
ray of sunlight to seep into the room. Peggy felt the 
warmth of the light on her eyelids and heard the singing 
of the birds more clearly now. She opened her eyes, 
blinked up at the ceiling. 

She was lying on her back. Turning her head to look 
at Bob, she found that he was awake also. He smiled 
and said, “Hello, sleepyhead." 

She turned on her side to lass him. “Hi,” she said. 
She liked the way he smiled in the morning. It was 

good to wake up with Bob lying there, smiling at her, 
his eyes searching her face appreciatively. Mornings 
such as this one always made her realize how wonder¬ 
ful a life together mig^it be. If only Bob could find the 
right time and the right place and the right words to let 
her know he wanted to be with her always, wanted her 
to be his wife. There had been moments in the past, she 
was sure, when Bob had been close to proposing, but he 
had always stopped himself before the words had come 
out. Something seemed to be holding him back. Perhaps 
his father—perhaps he wanted to be independent of his 
father, completely on his own, before speaking to her of 
marriage. But it hardly seemed fair for Bob to keep her 
in the dark about his intentions. 

15 
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Peggy shook off her disturbing thoughts. The morning 
was too beautiful, and the night before had been too 
wonderful, to be ruined by trepidations and worries. She 
decided she would take things as they came. 

She snuggled up to Bob under the covers and sighed 
happily as his arms closed about her. 

“What time is it?” she asked. 
Bob turned his head to look at his watch on the night 

table. “Seven-thirty.” 
“Let's stay a while longer,” she whispered. “I don't 

have a thing to do until this afternoon.” 
Bob laughed softly. 
“What's so funny?” Peggy asked. 
“You. You're like a little girl who doesn't want to 

leave her bed in the morning.” 
“I don't—but only because I'm with you,” she said. 
His embrace tightened about her and his lips found 

hers. As he kissed her, she put her hand to his face, 
delighting in the scratchy feeling of the stubble on his 
chin. 

She sighed contentedly as he caressed her, as his fin¬ 
gers gently stroked her. She felt her body grow warm and 
excited under the touch of his hands. Desire flamed up 
in her, filling her with a deep yearning to hold him fast, 
to keep this moment forever suspended in time. 

She stirred against him, knowing strong desire was 
building in him also, feeling his response as she moved 
closer, urging him on silently with her body. 

She began to tremble as Bob’s hands became insis¬ 
tent, his fingers pressing roughly into the softness of her 
breasts, her buttocks, her thighs. Their movements had 
loosened the bedclothes. She kicked them off entirely, 
delighting in the exhilarating caress of the cool air on 
her body. 

“Bob,” she whispered. “Bob...” 
Outside, the morning breeze was rustling the trees. 

The birds were chorusing blithely, and the breeze car- 
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ried their warbling notes into the cool, dim room, seem¬ 

ing to fill it with music as Peggy locked her arms about 

Bob's shoulders and gave herself to him fully, freely, 

joyfully... 

Later they had breakfast in the motel dining room. 

As they smiled secret messages to each other across the 

table, Peggy noticed several people glance at them and 

smile knowingly, indulgently—the way people usually 

do when regarding newlyweds. 

Some day, Peggy told herself, some day it will be true 

—we will really be newlyweds. 

After breakfast, they got into the car and drove slowly 

along the highway. Peggy leaned back in the seat, eyes 

closed, breathing deeply. The soft music from the car 

radio soothed her ears. 

Peggy felt content and happy, completely at peace 

with the world. This is the way to live, she told herself. 

She daydreamed of the time when they would be a 

happily married couple, when they would be able to 

spend every night together, and every morning. 

Bob turned down a tree-lined street and pulled up 

to the curb in front of Mrs. Borden's rooming house, 

where Peggy rented a second-floor front room. As the 

car came to a stop, Peggy glanced up at her window 

and saw Mrs. Borden busily changing the linen, flapping 

the sheet high in the air above the bed. 

Peggy smiled. Mrs. Borden was a good woman. As 

long as Peggy held no wild parties in her room, or al¬ 

lowed men to visit her after eleven o'clock at night, Mrs. 

Borden was content to mind her own business. The most 

she allowed herself when Peggy stayed out all night, 

was a slight frown of disapproval when she met Peggy 

the next morning. Mrs. Borden believed firmly that if 

a girl was old enough to live alone and earn her own 
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living, then she was old enough to decide where and 

with whom she should spend her nights. 

Peggy turned to Bob and kissed him lightly on the 

lips. “See you tonight?” 

He nodded. “111 pick you up at eight” 

“Would you like to come to rehearsal this afternoon?” 

Bob shook his head emphatically. 

She smiled. “I guess it does get boring, just sitting in 

the auditorium.” 

“Especially when I can't smoke.” 

“Okay. Tonight then,” she said. She slid out of the 

car and ran toward the house. At the door she turned 

and waved to him. Bob waved back, started the car, 

and pulled away from the curb. 

Mrs. Borden behaved true to form. She was just 

leaving Peggy's room as Peggy reached the top of the 

stairs. Mrs. Borden sniffed, frowned, and said, “Morning, 

Peggy. I'm not worried about morals and things—but 

you do have to watch your health you know.” 

“Good morning, Mrs. Borden. I feel just fine.” 

“You had a phone call last night. 1 left the message 

on your dresser. 

“Thanks,” Peggy said. “You're a dear.” 

When she reached her room, Peggy found the note, 

written in Mrs. Borden's neat, precise hand. It stated 

that Jason Hamilton had telephoned and would like 

Peggy to return the call as soon as possible. His office 

number was carefully written at the bottom of the paper. 

What could Bob's father want with her, she wondered. 

Peggy had never met the man, although like everyone 

else, she had heard a good deal about him. His elec¬ 

tronics plant employed half the people in town. But 

Jason Hamilton kept pretty much to himself; even the 

workers at the plant seldom saw him unless they had 

business in the executive wing. Socially he mingled with 

only a select few of the town's leading families. Peggy 

had no family, and even if she had had one, it would 
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not have belonged to the rarefied social circles in which 

Bobs father moved. Peggy had known that some day 

she would have to meet him, but she had never expected 

that he would summon her—she had always visualized 

the meeting as taking place at the Hamilton house, 

with Bob proudly presenting her to his father. 

She shook her head, puzzled, and looked down at the 

note. It was useless to wonder, she decided. She would 

never know why the man had telephoned her until she 

had returned his call. 

She took a dime from her purse and went downstairs 

to the pay phone. Since it was a Saturday morning she 

doubted that she would get any answer, but she dialed 

anyway. 

Within seconds a deep voice boomed, “Hello.” 

“Mr. Hamilton?” 

“Yes.” 

“This is Peggy Raven. You left a message for me—” 

“Yes, I did. Miss Raven.” His voice was crisp, efficient, 

commanding. “I'd like to see you. This morning, if you 

can manage it.” 

“This morning?” 

“Yes. Its nine-thirty now. Can you be at my office by 

ten?” 

“Well, I-” 

“It's quite important. Miss Raven. There is something 

I want to discuss with you that may be of interest to 

you.” 

A warning note sounded in Peggy's mind. She asked 

warily, “Does it concern Bob?” 

“Yes—but I'd rather not talk about it over the phone. 

Will you come here?” 

Peggy hesitated briefly, then said, “All right. At ten, 

Mr. Hamilton.” 

“Good. The plant is closed, since it’s Saturday, but 

if you'll come to the Elm Street gate, I'll leave word 
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with the guard to let you in. You can take a taxi and 

Ill reimburse you later.” 

‘That wont be necessary, Mr. Hamilton,” Peggy 
said. 

“Whatever you say. I will be expecting you. Good¬ 

bye.” 

The phone clicked in her ear. 

She hung up slowly, a sick feeling suddenly gripping 

her. Something was wrong. If Jason Hamilton wanted 

to speak to her privately about Bob, then something 

was definitely wrong. 

She glanced at her watch. Five minutes to freshen 

her makeup, another few minutes of fast walking to the 

taxi stand in the business section of town, a twenty- 

minute ride out to the plant. She would be a little 

late, Peggy calculated. With some misgivings, she re¬ 

membered the stories she had heard from people who 

worked at the plant, stories about Mr. Hamilton's strict 
insistence on punctuality. 
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AT exactly five minutes after ten, Peggy stepped out of 

the taxi at the Elm Street gate of Jason Hamiltons elec¬ 

tronics plant 

She paid the driver and hurried toward the guard. 

“Miss Raven?” he inquired. 

Peggy nodded. 

“Mr. Hamilton is expecting you,” the guard said, open¬ 

ing the gate. He pointed toward the building. “Go 

through that door and turn left. It’s the second office 

down the hall. Mr. Hamiltons name is on the door.” 

“Thank you,” Peggy said and hurried off. Then sud¬ 

denly she slowed. Why was she rushing? She was not 

some employee late for work. Why should she feel such 

panic at being a few minutes late? After all, Jason Ham¬ 

ilton had waited long enough for her to return his calL 

Well, now he could wait a few minutes longer for her to 

reach his office. 

Peggy walked leisurely to the door of the plant’s 

executive wing, opened it, and stepped inside. She 

turned left, as the guard had directed and found Ham¬ 

ilton’s office without difficulty. She paused a moment 

at the door, took a deep breath and knocked. 

“Come in,” a voice called. 

Peggy opened the door and walked in. 

The office was imposingly large. Quickly Peggy sur¬ 

veyed the room, taking in the mahogany paneling, thick 

carpeting, leather chairs, a leather couch against one 

wall. Her gaze stopped at a massive desk centered be- 

21 
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low a large window, and behind which sat Jason Hamil¬ 

ton in a high-backed swivel chair. 

He had swung around in the chair to face Peggy as 

she entered. She realized instantly that he had been 

looking out of the huge window behind his desk, from 

which he could clearly see the Elm Street gate. Peggy 

was suddenly embarrassed. Obviously he must have seen 

her hurry toward the plant and then deliberately slow 

down. She felt this placed her at a disadvantage from the 

start, that she had lost ground even before she had 

had a chance to speak. 

“Miss Raven,” Jason Hamilton said, rising from the 

chair and moving around the desk, hand extended. 

“Mr. Hamilton,” Peggy said. She moved forward and 

accepted his hand. 

He was a tall gray-haired man, lean and sinewy yet 

with powerfully built shoulders. 

From behind rimless glasses, his pale-blue eyes ap¬ 

praised her swiftly as he smiled perfunctorily. "Tm glad 

you could come. Please sit down,* he said, indicating 

one of the deep leather chairs. Peggy sank into it. 

Td offer you a cigarette,” he said pleasantly “but I 

don’t smoke, and I don't believe in keeping useless items 
on my desk.” 

“That's perfectly all right,” she said. “I don't smoke 
either.” 

He seemed surprised—as if, she thought, he had ex¬ 

pected her to whip out a long cigarette holder and a 

flamboyant lighter. But his face quickly assumed an 

impersonal expression and Peggy realized he was not 

the kind of man who would reveal his inner thoughts 
readily. 

“You said you had something to talk over with me," 
Peggy prompted. 

“Yes. First, I'd like you to understand that I know 

about you and my son. Bob has never spoken of you at 

home, but I do know about your relationship with him— 
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and I also know quite a bit about you personally. Miss 

Raven.” 

Peggy waited silently for him to continue. 

“Does it surprise you that Bob has never mentioned 

you to me. Miss Raven?” 

“Not exactly,” Peggy said quickly. Tve never given 

it much thought one way or the other” 

Actually, she was surprised indeed, but she would 

not let Mr. Hamilton know it. Two could play this 

game, she told herself. 
Yet it was most unsettling to learn so abruptly that 

Bob had never mentioned her to his father. She was 

certain that Bob was not ashamed of her—there must 

have been another reason. Bob was so completely domi¬ 

nated by his father—both at home and at the plant, 

where Bob worked in the executive wing—it was just 

possible that Bob had wanted to keep his personal life 

completely to himself. That must have been the reason, 

she decided. 
Jason Hamilton smiled thinly, and Peggy realized she 

had not fooled him for a moment. He had been able 

to see right through her casual remark. He knew very 

well that she had been surprised by what he had dis¬ 

closed. 

“Well,” he went on, abruptly changing the subject, 

“I understand you would like to become a dancer.” 

“I am a dancer, Mr. Hamilton.” 

He regarded her with amusement. 4Tm not referring 

to your summer jobs in the mountains, or to the Little 

Theater work here in town, Miss Raven. I assume you 

would like to be a professional dancer—possibly take a 

stab at stage and screen. Is that right?” 

“IVe thought of it,” Peggy said. 

“I’d like to help you attain your goal, Miss Raven. I 

believe I could do a lot for you.” 

Peggy was instantly on guard. He was being much too 

glib about the whole thing. “Why?” she asked. 
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“My reasons are not important at the moment,” he 
said. “First let me explain what I have in mind” 

“Go ahead,” Peggy said steadily. 
Jason Hamilton leaned back in his swivel chair and 

folded his hands in his lap. “I will finance a trip to New 
York for you, Miss Raven,” he began, “and I will also give 
you enough money for living expenses during your first 
six months while you attempt to establish yourself as a 
dancer. That, in brief, is my offer.” 

It was Peggy's turn to smile. He had not fooled her. “I 
assume it will be a one-way ticket, Mr. Hamilton?” 

He gave her a puzzled look. 
“You want me out of town, and you're willing to pay 

me to leave. That's it, isn't it, Mr. Hamilton?” 
I m willing to help you with your career,” he said, 

obviously choosing his words with great care. 
“Let's be honest with each other," Peggy said, feeling 

suddenly that she had the upper hand. “You're not the 
least bit concerned with what you call my 'career'. As 
a matter of fact, you probably feel I don't stand much of 
a chance as a dancer. Have you ever seen me dance, Mr. 
Hamilton?” 

He shook his head slowly. 
“Have you ever asked anyone who knows dancing 

whether or not I am good?” 
“I've merely had it reported to me that you are a 

dancer of sorts,” he said carefully, “and that you were 
thinking of eventually turning this avocation of yours 
into a full-time career ” 

“And you want to help me simply on the basis of this 
—this report?” 

Mr. Hamilton sat up straight in his chair and leaned 
forward, placing his hands on the desk. “I would advise 
you not to press me further as to my reasons. Miss Raven. 
If you do, I may be forced to say things I’m sure you 
would find unpleasant. I do not want to hurt or em¬ 
barrass you. Please believe me when I tell you this. I 
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am trying to handle this situation so as to avoid any ill 
feeling. I am also trying to make it as easy for you as 
In 

can. 
“What situation are you talking about, Mr. Hamilton? 

I asked you to be honest with me. Please-” Peggy paused 
for a moment, moistened her lips, and then continued, 
‘What you're really trying to tell me is that you don't 
approve of Bob seeing me, isn't that right?” 

Jason Hamilton sighed heavily. "That is right,” he said. 
“Why? What do you have against me?” 
He was silent, staring at her steadily. 
“I have a right to know, Mr. Hamilton,” Peggy said 

grimly. “Bob and I are very fond of each other. If you 
disapprove of me, I have every right to know why.” 

“I would rather not tell you, Miss Raven.” 
“I insist on it,” Peggy said with great dignity. “Unless 

you do, I won’t even consider your proposition.” 
He sighed again. “All right. I've tried to avoid em¬ 

barrassing you, but you're forcing my hand.” He swung 
around slightly in his swivel chair so that he could 
speak to her and look out the window at the same time. 
“Please understand one thing, Miss Raven. I have no 
objection to your being a dancer, or of obscure family 
background. Or—as some of my stuffier friends would put 
it that you do not move in so-called social circles. In my 
personal life, I have nothing to do with attitudes of this 
kind. I have my own group of friends, it’s true, and most 
of them are considered high up on the social scale, but 
that’s simply the way things have worked out. I did not 
deliberately pick my friends for their social status.” He 
swung around to face her again. “Do you understand 
me?” 

“I understand,” Peggy said. 
“Good. I do want you to know, however, that I am 

quite stuffy and old-fashioned on one subject—purity 
and decency in women. I'm afraid you do not live up 
to my standards on that score.” 
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Peggy felt her face redden. 
“I ve already told you that I know about your relation¬ 

ship with my son, and that I know a good deal about 
you personally.” He opened the center desk drawer and 
removed a bulky folder. “These are reports from a firm 
of private investigators. They give detailed accounts 
of the times you have spent with my son at the motel- 
including last night. As you can see, the file is up to 
date.” 

Peggy’s face was flaming now. “That’s a despicable 
thing to do,” she said. “Spy on your own sonl He’s a 
grown man—perfectly capable of making his own de¬ 
cisions and running his own life. What Bob and I do is 
none of your business. It’s nobody’s business but ours.” 

Mr. Hamilton shook his head. "You’re wrong on both 
counts, Miss Raven. To begin with, Bob is my son, and 
what he does with you—or with anyone else, for that 
matter—is most certainly my concern. And while he may 
be a grown man, he is incapable of making his own 
decisions and running his own life. Bob is weak. He is 
much too dependent on me. I’m doing my best to help 
him find his own strength, but until he does, I must 
protect him from making mistakes. When I feel sure he 
can stand on his own feet, then I will no longer interfere.” 

Peggy was choked with anger. She finally managed to 
say, "You’re not protecting him. You’re dominating him. 
You don’t want to let him live his own life. He doesn’t 
need you to protect him from me. I haven’t forced him 
to do anything—and I’m not out for his money, either. 
Whatever Bob’s relationship is with me, he entered into 
it of his own free will. And as far as I’m concerned, it 
can be broken only by Bob or by me—certainly not by 
you or any other outsider.” 

Mr. Hamilton shook his head again. "You’re making 
things difficult for me, Miss Raven. I had hoped to save 
us this embarrassment—” He paused. “If you were the 
kind of virtuous woman I could admire, I might con- 
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ceivably consider your nights at the motel as youthful 
indiscretions/' He opened the folder and flipped through 
the papers it contained. “But the facts about your past, 
uncovered by my investigators, I cannot overlook. So far 
I have full reports-all of them with documentary proof 
—of three men with whom you had love affairs before 
you met my son. These men,” he said, reading from the 
folder, “were Charles Dobson, Peter Flanders and Wil¬ 
liam T. Preston." He closed the folder. “Need I say more. 

Miss Raven?" 
Peggy was too stunned to speak. 
Jason Hamilton nodded slowly. “So you can see, Miss 

Raven, why I feel I have to step in and protect my son 
from you. I do not like passing judgment on you, but I do 
feel that your background indicates it would be a mis¬ 
take for my son to continue his relations with you. It 
would probably lead to trouble later on." He took a deep 
breath. “You were right, of course, in saying that I want 
to pay you to leave town. I prefer that course to con¬ 
fronting my son with these incriminating reports. I will 
be as fair as I can with you under the circumstances. Miss 
Raven. My offer still stands. The only condition I make 
is that you leave town for good and never see Bob again. 
If you make good as a dancer, so much the better for you. 
If you fail, you are not to come back here. It's a one-way 
ticket, as you said, but I do want to assure you that I 
will cover your expenses for six full months. I think that 
is a quite fair offer, and I would advise you to take it." 

Peggy stared at him, still gripped by shock, still unable 
to speak. 

“I repeat that I do not want to embarrass you," Jason 
Hamilton said, “but I must warn you that if you do not 
consent to leave, I will be forced to tell my son every¬ 
thing." In addition, need I remind you that this is a small 
town?" He smiled thinly to make his meaning perfectly 
clear. “Scandalous news spreads very fast in a small 
town, Miss Raven. I have seen it happen before, and be- 
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lieve me it's not pleasant for the people involved” He 
got to his feet and clasped his hands behind his back, 
looking down at her steadily through his glasses. “I real¬ 
ize you may want some time to think things over. Im 
willing to wait until Monday morning.” He glanced at 
his watch. Til expect your decision by eleven o'clock. 
Good day, Miss Raven.” 

He turned his back to her, stepped to the big window 
behind his desk, and stood silently looking out. 

Peggy jumped to her feet and walked indignantly to¬ 
ward the door. 

As she passed through the gate, which the guard was 
holding open, she stopped and looked back. 

Behind the window stood Jason Hamilton, watching 
her, the sunlight sparkling on his rimless glasses. 

Peggy turned and stepped into the street 
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IN the bus, Peggy began to get over her initial shock. 

The guard at the gate had offered to call a taxi for 
her, but the thought of waiting under the scrutiny of 
Jason Hamilton had so unnerved Peggy that she had 
hurried off. Several blocks away she had caught a bus 
headed for the North Side. 

Now, sitting in the rear, staring through the window 
at the drab Connecticut industrial area, she was able 
to collect herself, and think. 

The three names that Bob’s father had read from the 
folder ran through Peggy’s mind—Charlie Dobson, Pete 
Flanders, Bill Preston. No doubt the investigators had 
dredged up all the overt details of what she had been 
through with those particular specimens of the human 
race. But no number of reports would ever be able to 
tell the full story. Only she knew the real circumstances. 
While nothing could excuse what she had done, at least 
the truth, if it were known, would explain and extenuate 

her behavior. 
But she had not defended herself, had not tried to 

set Jason Hamilton straight about those early affairs. 
She knew it would have done no good. He would have 
listened, perhaps, but nothing she could have told him 
would have changed the surface facts in the reports— 
and those were all that interested him. Besides, she had 
pride. She could not have allowed herself to beg, to 
throw herself on his mercy—or to make excuses for her¬ 
self, either. The true story was part of her personal life, 
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something that would have to remain locked up inside 
her. 

The only one she might have been able to tell was 
Bob. She had considered confiding in him before, but 
had decided he would not oe entitled to know until the 
subject of marriage was brought up. Then and only then 
would she consider telling him. And even at that time, 
she might decide to keep her lips sealed. For knowing 
everything about her could only hurt Bob. 

Peggy realized there was a delicate balance between 
being dishonest with those you love and being, simply, 
protective. But if she were to tell Bob, she would in 
effect be forcing him to shoulder part of her burden, 
which certainly would not be fair to him. 

Well, Peggy thought, it made no difference now. The 
decision had been made for her. Bob’s father knew the 
facts—including the names of the three men. If she 
defied him, he would tell Bob, he would allow Bob to 
read the reports and the damage to Bob would then be 
done. All she could hope to do after that would be to 
try to ease some of Bob’s pain by telling him why every¬ 
thing had happened as it had. 

She stared through the window, and allowed her mind 
to drift back into the past. 

The death of both her parents had occurred a week 
after Peggy’s nineteenth birthday. She could still recall 
vividly the way the husky state trooper had filled the 
front door of their house when she had opened it in 
answer to his knock. And then, haltingly, he had told 
her of the car accident on the highway. 

The days following were a blur in her memory. She 
could vaguely recall the funeral, friends coming to the 
house to offer what comfort they could and, dimly, the 
horrible nights during which dry sobs had racked her 
body for hours on end. 

The accident had left Peggy completely alone in the 
world. She had been an only child; there had been no 
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relatives save a few distant cousins she had never met. 
She remembered the sudden, crushing feeling that 

had come over her when she had realized how much 
alone she was. But somehow she had managed. She had 
been living with her parents in a rented house, so there 
had been no property to sell other than the furniture 
and personal possessions she would no longer need. 
Afterward she had moved into die furnished room at 
Mrs. Borden s place, taking with her only memories and 
a few mementoes, things that had belonged to her 

parents. 
And then Charlie Dobson had come into her life. 
He had been older, more mature than the men she 

had been dating before. He had seemed someone she 
could look up to, someone who would guide her. Later, 
of course, she had realized that she had been attracted 
to him mainly because he had temporarily filled the 
emptiness in her life caused by the death of her father. 
But when she had first begun seeing Charlie, all Peggy 
had known was that with him she felt warm, secure, 
and much less alone in the world. 

He had been a bachelor living by himself in a big 
house at the edge of town. They had spent many eve¬ 
nings together, talking, listening to hi-fi records, and oc¬ 
casionally watching television. He had made no attempt 
to touch her, and had always taken her home early. She 
had come to trust him and to rely upon him a great 

deal. 
They had known one another four or five months be¬ 

fore she had spent that first night with him—and it had 
been at her suggestion, not his. She had been a virgin 
then, but driven both by warm, womanly emotions and 
by an overwhelming curiosity. Besides she had been 
fairly certain that she wanted to marry this man, who 
reminded her so much of her father, and she felt that 
sleeping with him would induce him to pop the question 
he was hesitating to ask. 
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He had been gentle with her. He had always been 
gentle and kind and understanding, on that first night 
and on the many nights which had followed. He had 
initiated her into both the art and the pleasure of love- 
making, and she had been grateful to him for it. 

The time had been one of growing happiness for 
Peggy as she had gradually emerged from her shell and 
had allowed the passage of time to work its healing 
salves upon her. Charlie had helped her at a period 
when she had desperately needed help, and for that 
reason she would always remember him with a special 
affection. But she had changed her mind about marrying 
him. He did propose, more than once. But their in- 
timacies^had made Peggy realize that he was too old 
for her. She could revere him, cherish him—but not love 
him as she could a young man. 

Their affair had come to its inevitable end when 
Charlie had been transferred to New York. The company 
he worked for had given him a well-earned promotion, 
Peggy knew, but she had cried when he had told her 
of it. Her tears had been tears of both joy and sadness; 
she had been happy because of his promotion, but sad 
because she had known that the transfer meant the end 
of their relationship. 

He had offered to take her with him—to set her up in 
an apartment of her own in New York, to take care of 
her and help her as he had been doing—but with new¬ 
found insight Peggy had realized that this would not 
work out. She would soon become nothing more than 
a businessman s mistress, one of many in the big city. 
That role was not for her. And so, reluctantly and sadly, 
she had said goodbye to Charlie Dobson. 

Once more she had found herself alone in the world. 
But soon another man had come into her life, filling the 
void. 

Pete Flanders had been the complete opposite of 
Charlie. Pete had been young, vibrant, reckless—full of 



33 THE CASTING COUCH 

the joy of living. Peggy had taken to him instantly, had 
felt alive and exuberant each time she had been with 
him. 

She realized now that she had allowed her existence to 
fall into a secure, unruffled groove with Charlie, and that 
this negation of challenge had not been good for a young 
girl. On the other hand, after Charlie had helped her 
bridge the desolation caused by the loss of her parents, 
Pete had afforded her a wholesome rebirth. He had been 
just what Peggy had needed to restore her to the world 
—and she had returned to it with a vengeance. 

There had been steady dating which soon had led 
to necking sessions in Pete’s car. His kisses had filled 
her with desire; his caresses had made her moan with 
ecstasy. She had flung herself at him with complete 
abandon, unable to contain herself. The back seat of his 
automobile had become the proving ground of her new¬ 
ly discovered youth. Charlie Dobson’s kind of gentle 
and considerate lovemaking was completely forgotten. 
Instead, she had craved the rising excitement of passion¬ 
ate embraces of deep, open-mouthed kisses, of frantic 
bodily caresses that inflamed her in a way she had not 
previously dreamed possible. 

No date with Pete had been complete unless, at some 
time during the evening, she had found herself on the 
back seat with him, her skirt pulled high above her 
thighs, her blouse unbuttoned, her hair rumpled, her 
lipstick smeared. She and Pete had been young, bursting 
with energy, animal-quick in their reflexes and animal¬ 
like in their desires. It had been natural and inevitable 
that eventually they would find the back seat of the car 
too confining. They graduated to motel rooms, apart¬ 
ments of co-operative friends, and once even a hayloft 
in a country barn. 

They had tirelessly indulged their passions, experi¬ 
menting with youthful eagerness and curiosity. And 
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above and beyond all this, Peggy had (alien in love with 
Pete. 

That love had been deep, all-consuming, filling her life. 
There had been no room for anything else, for anyone 
else. She had loved him with an intensity that had con¬ 
sumed all her energies. 

But Pete had not shared this great love. His physical 
need of her had been full and deep, but his emotional 
attachment had been shallow. 

So it had been only a matter of time before he would 
tire of her. It seemed to Peggy that the end had come 
with crushing suddenness. In the space of a few minutes 
during their last date—which she had not known would 
be their last—he had managed to find the words to tell 
her that everything was finished between them. He had 
become interested in someone else. 

Two weeks later Peggy had read in the local news¬ 
paper of his engagement to a girl from a neighboring 
town. 

And so, once again, Peggy had found herself alone. 
The shock had been so great that she had turned to 

drinking. 

With the same abandon with which she had given 
herself to Pete, she gave herself to alcohol. She had found 
welcome oblivion in glasses filled with tinkling ice cubes 
and rye whiskey, and as she had continued drinking 
from day to day, a deep bitterness had penetrated her 
to the core. 

It had been during this period that she had met 
Bill Preston. He had picked her up in a bar. 

She had long since become disinterested in men. But 
she had tolerated Bill and had allowed him to maul 
her because he had served as an escort for her, someone 
who would sit with her while she drank so that barten¬ 
ders and waiters would not regard her suspiciously and 
hesitate to serve her. 

Bill had served his purpose for her, and she, in turn. 
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had served her purpose for him. He had wanted a pas¬ 
sive woman who would submit to him and allow him 
whatever liberties his warped imagination might devise 
—and he had found such a woman in Peggy. She had 
allowed him to do with her as he wished, feeling nothing, 
not caring, unconcerned over the indignities he had 
heaped upon her. 

Bill had been big, hulking, coarse and brutal. Peggy 
had known this from the beginning but had not cared. 
As long as he continued to take her to bars and buy 
drinks for her, she had not minded what sort of person 
he was. Without realizing it, Peggy had been living a 
nightmare. But finally, one Saturday night, she awak¬ 
ened. 

They had been drinking heavily all evening. She and 
Bill had made the rounds of all the bars in town, and 
had arrived back at his two-room apartment above a 
plumbing supply store. She had poured herself another 
drink, and as she lifted the glass to her lips, Bill had 
suddenly slapped it out of her hand. She had been used 
to this kind of treatment—the same thing had happened 
before—and so patiently, she had bent down and begun 
cleaning up the broken glass, dumping the pieces into 
the garbage can in the kitchenette. Then she had re¬ 
turned to him and stood waiting. 

He had begun to curse her, using the foulest language 
imaginable. She had stood in front of him calmly, pass¬ 
ively, waiting for him to finish. Suddenly, angered by her 
lack of response, he had sprung to his feet and lurched 
toward her. 

He had beaten her before, but never as badly as he 
had that night. He had ripped her clothing to shreds, 
and, when he had stripped her naked, had begun punish¬ 
ing her with his huge hands. Then he had flung her into 
a corner, where she lay whimpering. 

Still not satisfied, he had dropped into a chair and 
had begun drinking from the bottle, shouting at her to 



36 THE CASTING COUCH 

dance for him. Fearful of another beating, she had tried 
to please him, had danced naked before him, moving 
lewdly until he had risen from the chair, his eyes bright 
with hunger for her. He had then knocked her to the 
floor and had forced himself on her, over and over again, 
until she had thought that her violated flesh would burst. 

When he had finally released her, she had been cold 
sober, fully aware of herself for the first time in weeks. 

She had grabbed her coat and had thrown it over her 
nude body. Then she had run from the apartment, never 
to see him again. 

She had returned to her furnished room at Mrs. 
Borden’s, and had kept to herself until gradually her 
sanity had returned. 

For a long while after her experience with Bill, she 
had felt unclean. But then she had slowly begun to 
realize what had been happening to her. She had been 
using Bill to punish herself for the way she had lived 
since her parents* death. And she had sensed, also, that 
deep within her she must have been suffering unreason¬ 
able guilt over the fact that she had been spared while 
her mother and father had been killed. 

But all that had ended now. She had punished herself 
sufficiently, had emerged scarred but purged. The dark 
period in her life was over. She could now face life with 
confidence and without fear. It had taken three men, a 
broken heart and a bruised body, but she had at last 
come through the darkness and into the light. 

Slowly she had resumed a normal way of life. She had 
worked hard, had cared for her health, and had started 
seriously to study dancing—a lifelong ambition. 

For many months she had avoided all contact with 
men. Then she had started to go out on occasional dates. 
On one of those dates, she had met Bob Hamilton. 

That had been the beginning for them. Eventually, she 
had fallen in love with him—and it was an honest love 
this time. 
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But now—now Bob was about to be taken from her... 
Peggy felt herself suddenly grow cold. She shivered. 

The bus had almost reached midtown now, and Peggy 
hugged herself to drive away the feeling of chilL 

Bob! she cried out in her mind. Bob, I need you! 
She would call him as soon as she got off the bus, she 

decided. He would come to her. He would know what 
to do. 
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BOB met her less than half an hour after she telephoned. 

She had called from a drugstore across the street from 
the bus stop, and with a tenseness she could not hide, 
had begged him to meet her right away, telling him only 
that it concerned his father. That had been enough. He 
had promised to join her at the coffee shop on the comer. 

She was sitting in a back booth, drinking coffee, when 
Bob hurried in and sat down at the table. 

“What is it, Peggy?* His eyes searched her face. 
“What’s happened?* 

She glanced at the approaching waitress. Bob turned 
in his seat. “Coffee, please,” he said. The girl nodded and 
walked away. 

“I just had a talk with your father, Bob,* Peggy said. 
“My father? Where?* 
“At the plant. He called and asked me to go out and 

see him.* 

Bob’s forehead wrinkled. “What did he want?* 
“Tell me something first. Bob. Why is it you’ve never 

mentioned me to your father?* 
“What?* 

“You’ve never told your father about me, have you, 
Bob?* 

Bob started to speak, then stopped as the waitress 
arrived and set his coffee in front of him. He added 
sugar and cream, stirred slowly. Then he said, “I was 
going to tell him * 

“When, Bob?* 
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“Later. When I thought it was time to tell him about 
us. When we—when our plans—I mean—” 

Peggy sipped her coffee and waited. 
Bob lit a cigarette. “I wasn't trying to hide you from 

him, Peggy. I don’t want you to think that. It's just that 
I wanted a chance to live my own life for a change, to do 
things without first discussing them with my father. I 
live with him at home and work for him at the plant— 
there’s no part of my life I can call my own. That's why 
I hadn't told him about us just yet. You can understand 
that, can’t you?” 

Peggy nodded slowly. “Yes, I understand.” 
“What did my father want?” 
“He wants me to leave town.” 
“What!” 
“Yes—leave town. Break up with you. Never come 

back.” 
“He said that?” 
“He did, Bob.” 
“Why?” 
“He knows about us—all about us. He’s had detectives 

checking up on everything we do, following us every¬ 

where we go ” 
Bob’s face had gone pale. 
“He even knows about last night at the motel,” Peggy 

said, “and the nights before that, too.” 
Bob swallowed hard. He pressed his lips together, 

anger flaring in his eyes. The pallor of his face soon 
yielded to a fiery red that crept up from his collar. 

“I think it’s time my father and I had a little talk— 
about his minding his own business,” Bob said. 

Peggy thrilled at the determination in Bob’s eyes. 
“There's more,” she told him softly. 
“More?” 
“Yes.” She told him about his father's offer to support 

her for six months. 
“He's trying to bribe you—pay you offl” 
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Peggy nodded. 
“He can't do that!” Bob said furiously, his face an even 

deeper red now. 
“There's something more,” Peggy went on in a low 

voice. 
“Like what, Peggy?” 
“He—his detectives found out some things about me.” 
“What things?” 
Peggy took a deep breath. “A long time ago, I went 

through a bad period. There were—well, there were three 
men. I knew them in the wrong way, Bob. I—I had affairs 
with them. Your father has all the facts.” 

Bob looked at her steadily, but his face revealed noth¬ 
ing. 

“Your father knows what happened,” Peggy continued, 
“but he doesn't know the full story. Ill tell you about it 
some day. Bob—but not right now, if you don't mind. 
I—I'm not ready for it.” 

Bob smoked quietly for a few moments. “You don't 
have to tell me anything, Peggy—not if you don’t want to. 
I don’t care about what happened a long time ago. I 
only care about now. I know you. I know what you’re 
like, and that’s all that matters to me. Nobody can live 
a perfect life. I haven't been a saint myself ” 

••• An immense feeling of relief flooded through Peggy. 
She fjelt herself choking up, and swallowed hard. “Your 
father said he’d tell you about it, if I didn’t leave town,” 
she went on in a strained voice. 

“So he’ll tell me. It won’t make any difference to me.” 
“He also hinted he’ll spread the news around town. 

Bob. Do you think he would?” 
Hard lines suddenly formed around Bob’s mouth. He 

stubbed out his cigarette and pushed his coffee cup to 
one side. 

“Well—that does sort of change things,” he said. 
A flicker of fear passed through Peggy. “What should 

I do, Bob?” 
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He thought hard, frowning. “Maybe it would be best 
if you took his offer, Peggy.” 

“You mean leave town?” 
“Yes.” 
There was a tightness in her chest now that threatened 

to stop her breathing. She stared at Bob in complete be¬ 

wilderment. 
“He’ll do what he says,” Bob growled. “My father will 

ruin you in this town, Peggy—and I don’t think I could 

stop him right now.” 
“You mean you want me to leave. Bob?” 
“No. I don’t want you to leave. But I can’t see anything 

else for us to do, unless you want your name publicly 
dragged through the mud—and my name, too.’ 

“And running away will solve everydiing?” 
“Don’t put it that way,” he said sharply. “You won’t 

be running away. It will only be for that six months, 
maybe even less. In fact, this might solve a lot of things 
for us. While you’re away I can work on my father and 
calm him down, get him to see things our way. Probably 
it would be easier for me to bring him around if you 
weren’t here. Another thing... this is your chance to 
have your fling at dancing—and with all expenses paid, 

too.” 
“Are you suggesting that I take your father’s money. 

Bob?” 
“Why not?” 
“If I do, then I have to agree never to see you again 

and never to com© back here.” 
"So go ahead and agree. That doesn’t mean you have 

to stick to the agreement.” 
"It doesn’t?" 
“No. My father’s pulling a force play on you, isn’t he? 

It’s only right that we force right back, give him a taste 
of his own medicine. Besides, later on, after everything 
is settled, he won’t mind. In fact, after 1 get him to 
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understand how we feel, he'll be tickled to have you 
back” 

Peggy gripped her coffee cup in both hands, trying to 
keep her fingers from trembling. “Let me get this straight. 
Bob. Are you telling me to make a promise to your father 
and then break my word?” 

“Well—” 
“And you mentioned having a ‘fling’ at dancing. Does 

that mean you don't think I could make the grade—that 
it's just something to get out of my system?” 

“Well, not exactly—” 
“And you say that while I’m away, you would work 

on your father and get him to change his mind about 
me?” 

“Yes. I think that's the best way to go about it” 
“You don't want me here while you're pleading with 

your father, is that it?” 
“It might make things easier, Peggy,” Bob said earnest¬ 

ly. “If you stuck around, it might make him angry and 
then he would spread that gossip about you.” 

“You don't think we should fight this thing out to¬ 
gether, Bob? You don't think we should show your father 
—and everyone else—that you're standing by me?” 

He looked away from her. “Peggy, I don't want you to 
get hurt.” 

“Thanks,” she said dryly. “But that’s not your real rea¬ 
son for telling me to go.” 

“No?” 

“No. You just aren't ready yet to stand on your own 
feet. Your father still has you under his thumb.” 

“That's not true, Peggy.” 
“Isn't it. Bob? If you were independent, the way a man 

should be... Oh, what's the use of discussing it? You 
know perfectly well that I'm right.” 

He refused to meet her penetrating gaze. 
“All right, Bob,” she said in a dead voice. “At least I 

know where I stand.” She opened her purse and took out 
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a quarter, placed it on the table. “That's for my coffee, 
she said, and slid out of the booth. She started walking 

toward the door. 
Bob did not move, or call out after her. 
At the door, Peggy turned slightly. He was still sitting 

at the table, not looking at her, his head bent low. 
She felt her eyes begin to sting. 
She pushed open the door and ran into the street, un¬ 

able to keep the tears from running down her cheeks. 

Peggy arrived at the school auditorium ten minutes 
before the rehearsal was scheduled. 

Sitting at a small table on one side of the stage, Dave 
Farnum was busily studying the script. He looked up 
as she approached, the beginning of a smile fading from 
his face as he noticed her red eyes. He was on his feet 

instantly. 
“What is it, Peggy? What’s the matter?” Dave took her 

hands in his. 
“Nothing, Dave,” Peggy said, keeping her voice calm. 

“But I wont be at rehearsal today.” 
“That's all right, baby,” he said, patting her hand. 

“Take a day off if you need it. You've worked hard 
enough lately.” 

“I'm out of the show, Dave.” 
He stared at her. “Out of the show? But—” 
“I'm quitting. I’m sorry it has to be on such short 

notice, Dave, but I'm leaving.” 
“Here, sit down,” he said, leading her to a chair. “Now 

tell me all about it.” 
“I’m going to New York, Dave. I’m taking your advice. 

I'm going to see if I can make the grade.” 
He regarded her solemnly through his glasses. He 

scratched his head, further disarranging his tufts of gray 

hair. 
“This is kind of a sudden decision, isn't it, Peggy?” 



44 THE CASTING COUCH 

“Yes. But now that IVe made up my mind to leave, I 
don’t want to wait” 

“When are you going?” 
“Monday morning, just as soon as I can draw my sav¬ 

ings out of the bank.” 
“I see ” Dave said slowly. “Can you tell me what made 

up your mind?” 
“Its personal, Dave.” 
“I understand,” he said. 
“You're not angry, are you, Dave?” 
“Of course not, Peggy.” 
“I'm leaving you in the lurch with the show, I know.” 
“Forget about that,” Dave said firmly. “If you feel 

you have to leave right now, that's good enough for me.” 
“Thanks, Dave—for understanding.” 
He smiled at her. “You got any plans for when you 

reach the city?” 
She shook her head. “Guess I'll just start making the 

rounds. Can I use you as a reference, Dave?” 
“Don’t.” 
She looked up at him, puzzled. 
“Don't ever give amateur references,” Dave said. 
“Oh.” 
“You'll learn,” Dave said, smiling at her fondly. “It 

will be rough on you at first. There'll be plenty of hard 
knocks and disappointments, but you'll learn as you go 
along. I'll tell you what I can do for you, though. I know 
an agent—Herb Baker, an old friend of mine. I haven't 
seen him in years, and we've sort of lost touch with each 
other, but I'll give you a letter of introduction to him.” 

“Oh, that would be fine, Dave.” 
“He may not be able to do anything for you ” Dave 

warned. “But I'll write the letter tonight. I'll drop by your 
place and give it to you tomorrow. How’s that?” 

“Great. Fll be home all day.” 
“Not seeing young Hamilton?” Dave asked. 
“No” 
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Dave nodded, without trying to probe further. Peggy 
knew he had guessed that something had gone wrong 
between her and Bob, but Dave was not the kind to pry. 

“Well,” she said, “I guess I’ll go now.” 
Dave took her hand in both of his. “I’ll see you tomor¬ 

row,” he said. 
‘Tomorrow,” she said. “And thanks for everything.” 
She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, then 

ran swiftly from the stage. 



7 
TIMES SQUARE was beautiful. 

It was a gray, rainy day, but to Peggy, standing under 
the marquee of the Astor Hotel, Times Square was 
beautiful. Looking through the heavy waterfall, Peggy 
drank in the sights and sounds and smells of Broadway. 

She had been to New York before, but always for brief 
visits. This time was different—she was here to stay. She 
was a New Yorker. Peggy smiled at the thought. Al¬ 
though she had been in the city only a few hours, and 
had no residence other than the hotel room she had 
checked into earlier, she considered herself a New 
Yorker. 

The hotel was just off Times Square, and she had 
chosen it deliberately because of its closeness to Broad¬ 
way. 

Peggy reached into the pocket of her raincoat and re¬ 
moved Dave Famum’s letter of introduction. He had 
brought it to her on Sunday afternoon. He had hugged 
her and had wished her luck, and before leaving, had 
made her promise that she would write to him occasion¬ 
ally. 

Bob had telephoned three times—twice on Saturday 
and once on Sunday—but each time Peggy had told Mrs. 
Borden that she would not speak to him. Although she 
had wanted the break with him to be clean, and had 
been glad that he had not tried to see her, she had been 
somewhat hurt because he had not been more persistent. 
If he cared that little about her—well, she would be bet- 

48 
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ter off without him, she decided definitely. She had told 
herself she was not being reasonable. After all, he had 
called three times and he did have pride, just as she did. 
Perhaps he was even fighting over her with his father 
that very weekend. She had no way of knowing. And on 
Sunday night, lying awake in her bed, she had known 
that no matter how often she told herself that the break 
had to be a clean one, it would not be that easy. Her feel¬ 
ings for Bob were still a vital force in her life. 

The next morning, Peggy had said goodbye to Mrs. 
Borden, and had gone to the bank to withdraw all her 
savings—three hundred dollars, plus a few cents interest 
Then she had caught the first train to New York. 

On the train, Peggy had realized that Jason Hamilton 
had won only a slight victory after all. She was leaving— 
but she had not taken his money. She was leaving be¬ 
cause she wanted to leave, not because she was afraid of 
what he might do to her. There was nothing left for her 

in town now—nothing but Bob. 
And now, here she was at Times Square. She looked 

again at the envelope bearing Herb Baker’s name and 
address, then glanced around to orient herself. Herb 
Baker’s office was just a couple of blocks north, on Broad¬ 
way. She looked out at the rain, shrugged, and left the 
protection of the marquee. 

She found the building easily enough and walked 
toward the bank of elevators at the end of the long cor¬ 
ridor. The lobby was crowded with men smoking big 
cigars, girls in theatrical makeup, and messenger boys 
rushing about with manila envelopes tucked beneath 
their arms. Peggy knew from what Dave had told her 
that this building was one of the hubs of show business. 
Agents and producers had their offices here and, sooner 
or later, almost everyone of any importance in the New 
York entertainment world passed through the corridors. 

Peggy entered a waiting elevator, said, “Nine, please,” 
to the operator, then found herself being squashed to the 
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rear of the car by a press of people who jammed them¬ 
selves into it from the lobby. When it seemed that the 
elevator could not possibly hold another body, two more 
men squeezed in, and the doors closed. 

On the ninth floor, Peggy took the envelope from her 
pocket and checked the room number again. She started 
down the corridor to her right. But when she reached 
Room 909, she saw that the legend on the frosted glass 
of the door said, “Ernie Kastle” and not “Herb Baker” 

Peggy glanced again at the envelope. Could Dave 
Famum have been mistaken? That did not seem likely, 
Peggy thought. She squared her shoulders and tapped 
lightly at the door before her. There was no answer. She 
tapped again. Still no answer. She tried the knob and 
found the door unlocked, pushed it open and stepped 
inside. 

She found herself in a small anteroom. A desk with a 
typewriter on it stood flush against one wall, and a 
leather couch was against the wall opposite. 

The door to the inner office stood slightly ajar. Peggy 
heard a man’s deep laughter and then a woman shouting. 
Damn you, Ernie. I quit!” This was followed by a single 

sharp sound, as if someone had clapped his hands just 
once. 

The inner door flew open and a tall, well-proportioned 
red-headed girl rushed out, her eyes blazing as she 
tucked her blouse back into her skirt. 

Seeing Peggy, she said, with no greeting of any kind, 
*Y°u know, I don t mind a little pat on the rear now and 
then. You ve got to expect that in this business. But when 
that slob thinks he can play grabs inside the front of my 
blouse—that’s when I’ve had enough.” 

She opened a desk drawer, took out her purse, yanked 
her coat from the rack behind the desk, and stalked to¬ 
ward the door. She stopped there, looked back at Peggy 
and said, ‘Watch out for him, honey. He’ll strip you 
naked in two minutes flat if you hold still for it” 
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She walked out, slamming the door behind her. 
Peggy stared at the closed door, then turned back to 

see a man entering the anteroom from the inner office. 
He was in his shirt sleeves—a tall, bald man with a 

huge unlit cigar in his mouth. Peggy watched uneasily 
as he took a gold lighter from his pocket and held the 
flame to the end of the cigar, puffing slowly. His light- 
brown eyes whisked over Peggy from head to foot, taking 
swift but knowing inventory. 

“Mr. Kastle?" Peggy asked. 
The man nodded. Peggy noticed a red splotch on the 

side of his face, and could clearly see the outline of 
fingers. 

“What is it, baby?" Ernie Kastle mumbled around his 

cigar. 
Tm looking for Herb Bakers office," Peggy said. “I 

was given this room number, but it’s evidently wrong. I 
was wondering if you could tell me where I might find 

Mr. Baker." 
“Why do you want to see him?” 
Peggy drew herself up. “It's a business matter.” 
He plucked the cigar from his mouth and flicked the 

ash on the floor. “You've come to the right office, baby." 
“But you're not Mr. Baker," Peggy said. 
“That's right. But this used to be Herb Baker's office, 

see? He retired,” Kastle explained. “Went out to the 
Coast about two months ago. I bought the agency from 
him. Who are you?” 

“I'm Peggy Raven. I—I have a letter of introduction 
to Mr. Baker." 

“A letter, huh? Who wrote it?" 
“Dave Famum.” 
He shoved the cigar back in his mouth and shook his 

head. “Never heard of him," he mumbled. 
Peggy turned to leave. “I’m sorry to have bothered 

you, Mr. Kastle.” 
“Hey, hold on a minute.” 
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Peggy waited. 

“If you had business with Herb, maybe I can handle 
it for you. I’ve taken over his agency, don’t forget ” 

^Well—* Peggy hesitated. b 

Step into my office," Ernie Kastle said, motioning to¬ 
ward the door. 

P®g6y decided she had nothing to lose. She walked 
past him into the inner office. 

“Sit down,” he said, pointing to a chair next to the desk. 
Peggy sat down and started to fold the wet raincoat 

across her lap. 

“Here, give me that,” Kastle said. 

He took the coat from her, hung it up on a rack, then 
sat down behind his desk. Peggy, noticing him glance 
quickly at her legs, tugged her skirt down, trying to 
cover as much of her knees as possible. She tucked her 
legs under the chair and crossed her ankles. 

Kastle grinned at her. He placed the cigar in the ash¬ 
tray on his desk and said, “Now, what was your name 
again?” 

“Peggy-Peggy Raven.” 

All right, Peggy. Lets start at the beginning. You say 
you have a letter of introduction?” 

“Yes. From Dave Faraum in Connecticut. He’s an old 
friend of Mr. Baker’s.” 

“Well, Herb has a lot of friends all over the country. 
Want to let me see the letter?” 

“Well, I don't know—” 

“You said it was a business matter” 
“That's right, Mr. Kastle. You see-” 
“Call me Ernie.” 

“All right-Emie. You see, I’m a dancer and-” 
A dancer, huh?” 

“That’s right. I’ve done—” 
"You any good, baby?" 
“I think I am.” 

“And so does Dave Farnum, huh?” 
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“Yes,* Peggy said 
"Who is he?” 
“Hes the director of the Little Theater group back at 

home.” 
"Oh.” Kastle picked up the cigar, his face plainly re¬ 

vealing his loss of interest. He puffed on the cigar, then 
said, "You got any professional experience?” 

Peggy related her experience quickly, expecting him 
to interrupt her at any moment. But he merely puffed 
smoke from his cigar, looked at her legs and said nothing. 

"Summer jobs only, huh?” he said when she had fin¬ 
ished. 

Peggy nodded. 
"And amateur stuff in the winters, that right?” 
She nodded again. 
"Nothing more?” 
"No,” she said. 
"Let me see the letter,” Kastle said, holding out his 

hand. 
She looked at him uneasily. 
“What’s the matter?” he asked. "Something personal in 

the letter?” 
"I don’t know. I haven’t read it. It’s sealed.” 
"Well, do you want me to help you, or don’t you? 

Let me see the letter.” 
She handed him the envelope. He ripped it open and 

skimmed through the letter quickly, then dropped it on 
his desk. 

"Seems your Dave Famum thinks a lot of you.” 
“May I see the letter?” Peggy asked. 
He gave it back to her. She scanned it quickly. It was 

simply a short note introducing her to Herb Baker, saying 
that Dave thought she had real talent and would ap¬ 
preciate whatever Herb could do for her. At the bottom 
of the note, Dave had added, "With the right training 
and guidance, this kid could become a star. I feel it in 
my bones, Herb.” 
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Peggy folded the letter carefully, slipped it into her 
purse. 

Ernie smiled at her and said, “I wasn’t going to steal 
your letter, honey.” 

“I’d like to keep it,” Peggy said. 
“Sure, sure.” He added, “Stand up.” 
Peggy rose to her feet beside the desk. 
Kastle swung around in his chair to face her. “Lift your 

skirt,” he said brusquely. 
“What?” 
“Let me see your legs.” 
“What for?” 
He sighed. “You want an agent, don’t you?” 
“Yes-" 

“And Herb Baker is out on the Coast, right?” 
She nodded. 
“You know any other agents in town?” 
“No.” 

“Well, I’m an agent. If you’re any good, maybe I can 
help you.” 

Peggy shrugged. She dropped her purse on the chair 
and raised her skirt a little above her knees. 

“Higher.” 

She lifted the skirt halfway up her thighs. 
He studied her legs for several moments, then grunted 

and said, “Okay.” 
She dropped her skirt. 
“You want a tryout?” he asked. 
“For whom?” 

“For me. Who did you think? I got to see you dance 
before I can make up my mind about taking you on.” 

“Oh.” 

He shook his head sadly. “Baby, you better leam fast 
You’re not in the sticks any more.” 

“You want me to dance for you now?” 
“That’s the idea.” 

‘Well, I didn’t bring any dancing clothes with me.” 
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He sighed heavily. “There's a rehearsal room in there," 
he said, jerking his head toward a door near his desk. 
“You'll find some clean rehearsal outfits in the cabinet in 
the corner. You can change behind the screen. Leave the 
door open so I can talk to you while you're changing.1* 

Peggy nodded slowly, went to the door he had in¬ 
dicated, opened it. She stepped into a large, sparsely 
furnished room. In addition to the cabinet and screen he 
had mentioned, there were a small table holding a porta¬ 
ble record player, and four folding chairs along one walk 
The opposite wall was mirrored, with a ballet bar fas¬ 

tened to it 
In the cabinet, Peggy found a black jersey and a pair 

of shorts. She held them up to her body, decided they 
would fit She went behind the screen, where she found 
another folding chair. As she kicked off her shoes and 
raised her skirt to remove her stockings, Kastle spoke 
from his office. 

“Tell me something about yourself," he called. 
Peggy rolled down one of her stockings. “What would 

you like to know?" 
“Anything. I just want to get an idea of what you've 

done and what you'd like to do." 
She finished removing her stockings and hung them 

over the back of the folding chair. “Well, I've already 
told you my experience," she said in a loud voice. 

“Don't shout," Kastle said. “I can hear you.” 
“All right," she said, lowering her voice. “As for what 

I'd like to do—well. I'd like to work as a dancer." 
His swivel chair squeaked. “That's obvious, baby. 

Otherwise, you wouldn't have come here." 
She unzipped her dress and pulled it off. “I mean I 

want to be a good dancer, better than I am now. I want 
to make my living at it." 

“For how long?" 
“Huh?" 
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“I said for how long? Are you aiming for a lifetime 
career as a dancer?" 

Peggy removed her half-slip and laughed lightly. 
“Well, I don’t expect to continue dancing when I’m old 
and gray." 

She heard him chuckle. “I meant—well, after your 
dancing days are over, do you plan to go in for dramatic 
parts, or teach dancing? What kind of a future do you 
have figured out for yourself?" 

“I haven’t planned that far ahead," Peggy said, stand¬ 
ing in her bra and panties. She picked up the rehearsal 
outfit from the seat of the folding chair. 

“What about marriage? You planning to get married?" 
She thought of Bob. “Some day," she said, slipping the 

jersey over her head 
“Soon?" 
She smoothed the jersey over her hips. “No—not soon." 
“You’re not engaged, or anything like that?" 
“No." She stepped into the shorts. 
“That’s good” 
“Why?" she called out, struggling with the tight shorts. 

They were a close fit. 
“You’ve got nothing to interfere with your dancing, 

then. You ready now?" 
“Ready,” she said, tugging at the zipper of the shorts. 

She was about to step out from behind the screen when 
suddenly she froze. In the mirror across the room, she 
could see Ernie Kastle’s reflection. He was sitting behind 
his desk, cigar stuck in his mouth, hands folded across 
his lap. She knew he had been able to watch her as she 
had changed. 

Kastle rose from his chair and entered the rehearsal 
room. Peggy stepped out from behind the screen, feeling 
her face growing warm with embarrassment. She was 
certain that the screen had been deliberately placed so 
that Kastle could watch any proceedings occurring be¬ 
hind it. 
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She debated with herself whether or not to raise a fuss 
about it. He must have known that she had seen him in 
the mirror, but his bland expression revealed nothing as 
he puffed on his cigar. She decided not to give him the 
satisfaction of seeing her irritation. 

He went to the record player, selected a record from a 

small pile on the table. 
“This is a Calypso rhythm” he said. “Start when you re 

ready.” 
Peggy picked up the beat instantly, moving her hips, 

bending slightly forward, snapping her fingers in time 
with the music. As the record proceeded, she began to 
lose herself in the dance, her body writhing, her blond 
hair spilling over her face as she bent and swayed to the 
pulsating measures. 

She was enjoying herself now—as she did whenever she 
danced. She whirled around the room, face flushed, smil¬ 
ing slightly, feeling the beat of the music enter her body 
and become a part of her, only vaguely aware that Ernie 
was watching her from behind a cloud of blue cigar 

smoke. 
As the music ended, Peggy finished the dance with a 

sharp whirl, her arms outflung. 
The record player clicked off automatically. Peggy 

stood in the center of the floor, breathing heavily. Ernie's 
eyes narrowed as he looked at her, making her suddenly 
conscious of the tightness of the shorts and jersey. She 
could feel his eyes on her heaving breasts as she tried 

to catch her breath. 
She sucked a lungful of air, holding it in an effort to 

still the movement of her bosom. Ernie’s eyes shifted im¬ 
mediately to her legs. Peggy stirred uneasily under his 
gaze. Men had looked at her before, but she was not ac¬ 
customed to submitting patiently to such an examina¬ 
tion. 

“Well?” she asked. 
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He continued staring. “Get dressed. Well talk in my 
office.” After one more quick, all-encompassing look, he 
returned to his desk in the other room. 

Peggy went to the door, and as she pointedly closed 
it, heard his amused chuckle from the other side. 

She changed quickly behind the screen, mopping her 
face with the jersey. She replaced the rehearsal outfit in 
the cabinet, hanging it apart from the dean outfits. 

Back in Ernie's office, she resumed her seat near his 
desk. He had put out his cigar and had folded his hands 
in his lap, swaying in the chair. “Not bad,” he said. 

Her heart jumped. He was going to take her on as a 
client, she figured. 

“But not quite good enough,” he added flatly. 
She felt her throat tighten. “Not good enough?” 
“Oh, don't get me wrong, baby,” he said. “You've got 

the potential—but so have hundreds of other would-be 
dancers in this town. 

“Then you're not going to take me on?” 
I can t afford to. I wouldn't be able to place you. 

I've got other clients to think about—I cant take the 
time and effort to try and line something up for you. 
Sorry, baby.” 

“You knew this before you asked me to dance for you, 
didn't you?” Peggy said, unable to keep the bitterness 
out of her voice. 

“Knew what?” 

“That the field is too crowded for new dancers.” 
“Of course I did.” 

‘Then why did you have me try out for you? Was it 
just so you could pull that mirror trick on me? Is that 
how you get your kicks, watching girls undress?” 

He laughed. “Easy now, baby. In this business, I see 
more near-naked women than you could count.” 

“And you still get a charge out of it, don't you?” 
He laughed again. “When I don’t, they can bury me.” 
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His eyes openly admired her breasts, as if to prove his 
point 

“Thanks for nothing,” Peggy said, rising. 
“Want some advice?” Ernie asked. 
Peggy shrugged, walked to the coat rack. 
“Its the oldest advice in this business, baby,” he said 

evenly. “Go home.” 
She shook her head. 
“Can't do it, huh?” he asked. 
“I won't go back,” Peggy said firmly, draping her coat 

over her arm. 
“Can you earn a living? I mean can you do anything 

besides dance?” 
“I've been a secretary. I can type and take shorthand.” 
He looked at her shrewdly. “Want a job?” 
“As what?” 
“My secretary ” He laughed. “The one I had just quit.” 
“I know,” Peggy said, recalling what the redhead had 

said. 
“How about it?” Ernie asked. 
“Why should I work for you?” Peggy asked. “I’m a 

good secretary. I could get a job with a big firm here in 
the city, if I wanted to.” 

“You mean you're giving up on the dancing bit?” 
“Certainly not.” 
He smiled. “You think any other boss would give you 

time off to make the rounds?” 
Peggy's face fell. She had not thought of that. 
“I would give you the time off, if you needed it,” he 

said. 
‘“What do you mean—if?” 
“You won't have to make the rounds if you work for 

me, baby.” 
“Why not?” 
“I'll take you on as a client. An added attraction ” he 

said, grinning. “You work as my secretary, and I'll keep 
my eyes peeled for an opening.” 
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Peggy thought about it. “What's the catch, Ernie?" 
He chuckled. “You're learning fast, baby. The only 

catch is I'll only pay sixty bucks a week. If you're really a 
good secretary, you can get more than that elsewhere— 
but you won't have me as an agent. And I can tell you 
that no good agent like me would take you on. You lack 
the experience. But I'm offering you both representation 
and work—" 

“At a low salary," Peggy said. 
“You got the picture, baby. I'm not trying to pull a 

fast one. I need a secretary—you need a job and agent." 
“And you would still take your cut out of any dancing 

spot you might line up for me, right?” 
“Hell, yes." 

“Tell me," Peggy said, taking no pains to conceal her 
suspicion, “What happens if you do find something for 
me as a dancer? You'd lose me as a secretary, then. You 
might be too satisfied with my work here in the office to 
want to send me out." 

He threw back his head and laughed. “Baby, you're 
sharper than I thought." His face sobered. “I'm an agent. 
That's how I make my living. It's to my advantage to 
get you on the boards and earn my commission. I ran 
find another secretary without trouble." 

“By offering some girl the same deal you're offering 
me?" 

He chuckled. “Maybe. How about it? Is it a deal?" 
Peggy considered quickly. She knew how tough if 

would be to get a break in New York on her own. Maybe 
the arrangement would be to her advantage. At least 
she would be working in the show-business field, and 
not in some insurance office somewhere. 

“All right," she said at last. 

He smiled broadly. "Can you start tomorrow mom* 
big?" 

“Sure. What time?" 
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“Nine.* 
Til be here, but-" 
“But what?” 
“Don’t you want to test me first—find out if I can type 

and take dictation?” 
His shrug was eloquent. 
“If you can’t Ill find out soon enough.” He picked up 

a key from his desk top and handed it to her. 
“What’s that for?” she asked. 
“Your predecessor gave it back when she quit. It’s 

a key to the office. You open up in the morning. I don’t 
get here at nine.” 

“You trust me with a key? You hardly know me.” 
“There’s nothing here worth stealing, baby. Besides, if 

you’re a thief, I’ll find that out soon enough, too.” 
Peggy shrugged and dropped the key into her purse, 

marveling at the way this man ran his business—he in¬ 
sisted on a tryout before taking someone on as a client, 
but he would hire a secretary just like that—and give 
her a key right away, too. 

“You got a place to stay?” Ernie asked. 
She gave him the name of her hotel. 
“You can’t afford that for long,” he said scribbling on a 

pad. He tore off the sheet and handed it to her. “One* of 
my clients—Lois Daniels—is looking for a roommate. Go 
see her at that address. She’s a dancer, too.” 

“Thanks.” 
“Well, I guess that does it,” Kastle said. “Anything 

else I can do for you?” 
“There’s one thing,” Peggy said, remembering the red¬ 

head. 
“What’s that?” 
“Hands off.” 
“Huh?” 
“I’ll work as your secretary, and 111 do a good job—but 

don’t try chasing me around the desk.” 
He smiled at her, but his eyes narrowed. He shrugged 
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and looked pointedly at her breasts. “Keep it all to your¬ 
self if you want to, baby." 

“I intend to. See you tomorrow." 
He nodded. 

Peggy turned and walked to the door. She could feel 
his eyes still on her. 



8 
LOIS DANIELS lived in the west nineties, less than a 
block from Central Park. Peggy found the building hid¬ 
den in a row of identical brownstones. She ran up the 
half-dozen steps to the small stoop and entered the 
closet-like vestibule. In the row of metal mailboxes set 
into the wall, she found Lois Daniels' apartment listed 
as 2-B. Peggy glanced around and since there were no 
bells, she pushed open the inner door and climbed to the 
second floor. As she reached die landing, the loud, brassy 
sound of dance music came from the front of the 
building. 

As Peggy walked down the hall, checking the num¬ 
bers on the doors, the music increased in volume. The 
sound was coming from Apartment 2-B which she found 
at the end of the hall. 

Peggy pressed the bell, heard it ring. Then a womans 
voice shouted, “Come in. Door s unlocked.” 

When Peggy opened the door, embarrassment flooded 
through her. The first thing she saw was a couple stand¬ 
ing at the center of the room, their arms entwined about 
each other as they stood locked in a close embrace. She 
was about to turn and leave when she noticed, with re¬ 
lief that she had interrupted a dance session, rather than 
a love tryst. She had walked in on an elongated pause 
in the dance. Now the couple was moving about, danc¬ 
ing lithely. 

The man was tall and supple, dressed in tight jeans 
and a blue T-shirt. His black wavy hair set off the clean- 
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cut features of his lean, handsome face. Like most pro¬ 
fessional dancers, he had a narrow waist, wide shoulders 
and lean, graceful arms. 

The girl was small, narrow-waisted and slim-hipped in 
a distinctly feminine way, with high breasts that strained 
vigorously against the bosom of her white button-down 
shirt. She, too, was wearing tight, faded blue jeans and 
her deep auburn hair was worn in a ponytail. 

Without stopping dancing, she glanced at Peggy, flash¬ 
ing a smile and wwing. The man looked at Peggy intent¬ 
ly for a tnoment, then he also smiled. 

The couple finished the dance with a high, perfectly 
co-ordinated leap, their feet touching the floor in precise 
timing with the final beat of the music. 

The girl turned off the record player and looked ques- 
tioningly at Peggy. 

“Are you Lois Daniels?” Peggy asked. 
“That’s me” 

Tm Peggy Raven. Ernie Kastle sent me over. He said 
you were looking for a roommate.” 

“Hi,” Lois said, shaking hands with Peggy. She turned 
to the man. “This is Stan Newkirk. He lives down the 
hall.” 

Stan took Peggy’s hand his dark eyes intently on her 
face. 

“So Ernie sent you over,” Lois said. “Are you a client of 
his?” 

“In a way,” Peggy said. “I’m a dancer, but I’ll be work¬ 
ing as his secretary until he can find a spot for me.” 

Lois and Stan exchanged a quick look. 
“Is something wrong?” Peggy asked. 
“Well, not exactly,” Stan said slowly. “It’s just that this 

is something new for Ernie.” 
“New?” 

“Ernie’s always got some angle working for him,” Lois 
explained. “We can’t quite figure out what this one is.” 

“There’s no angle,” Peggy said. "It’s just that I don’t 
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have much professional experience so Ernie agreed to 
take me on only if I would work as his secretary until 
he could place me as a dancer.” 

"What happened to Sheila?” Stan asked. 
"Who?” 
“The redhead—Ernie's secretary.” 
"Oh, her. She quit today.” 
Lois smiled wryly. "Ill bet I know why.” 
“She was plenty mad,” Peggy said. "She walked out 

just as I came in.” 
“Old Ernie was busy with the hands again, I guess ” 

Lois said. 
Peggy smiled. “I gather you know him pretty well.” 
“Well enough. He's not a bad agent, though. That's 

why I stick with him. But I have to stand for plenty of 
quick feels.” 

Stan chuckled. 
“Is he your agent, too?” Peggy asked. 
Stan nodded. 
“Well,” Lois said brightly, “Since you came here to 

see about sharing the place with me, let me show it to 
you.” 

Peggy looked around, noticing first the high ceiling 
and two red-draped windows that looked onto the street. 
The furniture—two identical studio couches opposite 
each other, the soft chairs and end tables, portable TV, 
record player, writing desk and chair, and a large ward¬ 
robe—was all arranged against the walls, leaving the 
parquet floor bare. 

“I keep the place like this,” Lois said, “so well have 
the center of the floor clear for dance practice. Stan and 
I are both professionals, you know.” 

Peggy nodded. 
“Over here,” Lois said, walking to a-hallway, “is the 

kitchenette.” She pulled back a curtain on one side of 
the hall, disclosing a small stove, refrigerator, sink, and 
cabinet. “Those two doors at the other end of the hall 
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are the bathroom and a closet—and that’s it Rent is 
eighty-five dollars a month. We can split fifty-fifty. You’ll 
sleep on one couch, and I’ll take the other.” 

“It looks nice,” Peggy said. 
“It’s home,” Lois said lightly. 
“I’d be glad to share it with you-” 
“Good,” Lois replied enthusiastically. “When do you 

want to move in?” 
“Today—if it’s all right with you.” 
“Why not? Where are you staying now?” 
“I just got into the city today and checked into a 

hotel near Times Square.” 
“You from out of town?” Stan asked. 
“Connecticut.” 
“I’m from Vermont,” he said. 
“And I’m a Brooklyn girl,” Lois announced. “Look, we 

can exchange life histories some other time. It's getting 
late, and I think Peggy should get moved in before dark.” 

Peggy glanced at her watch. “You’re right. I’ll go 
back to the hotel and get my bags.” 

“I have some free time,” Stan said. “I’ll give you a 
hand.” 

“All right,” Peggy said, smiling at Stan. “Thanks.” 
“Wait for me,” Stan said. “I'll get a jacket and be right 

back.” 

“It’s nice of him to help me,” Peggy said, after he had 
gone. 

“Stan’s a nice guy in many ways,” Lois said posses¬ 
sively. 

“Are you two a team?” Peggy asked. 
“No. We were just practicing a few steps when you 

came in. We’ve thought of teaming up, but you have to 
have something extra-special to break into that field. 
Stan has some good ideas, though. He’s a fine dancer.” 

“I could see that,” Peggy said. 
“He’s working steady now, too,” Lois said proudly. 

“He’s one of the dancers on the Carl Clayton TV show.” 
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“I’ve watched it,” Peggy said, “but I don't remember 

him.” 
“Well, he's just in the chorus now. But he's been prom¬ 

ised a specialty spot soon.” 
“Are you on TV, too?” Peggy asked. 
“No. I get jobs here and there—mostly club dates, 

chorus lines—stuff like that. It’s a rough grind. That's why 
I need a roomie to share expenses. Stan's apartment is 
just like this one, only it’s at the back of the house. He 
can carry the rent himself, so he lives alone.” 

The door opened and Stan came in. He had put on a 
leather jacket over his T-shirt but was still wearing jeans. 

“We'll be back soon,” Stan said to Lois, as he held the 
door open for Peggy. 

They left the brownstone and headed for the subway. 
“Lois tells me you're on TV,” Peggy said. “I guess that 

must be pretty exciting.” 
He smiled down at her, tucking her arm under his. 

“It's work—but it’s fun, too.” 
They had reached the subway station. An express car¬ 

ried them swiftly to their destination. 

Later that night, after she had moved into Lois's 
apartment and unpacked her tilings, Peggy lay on the 
studio couch. Staring up into the darkness, she thought 
of Stan. A dancer, a real pro—and a nice fellow besides. 
She hoped she would get to know him better, a lot bet¬ 
ter. Mixed with her thoughts, though, was the memory 
of that last night she and Bob had spent in the motel. 

Peggy turned on her side and closed her eyes, but 
could not sleep. Her mind was in a jumble now. Images 
of Bob, Stan, Ernie Kastle and Lois kept floating in and 
out of her head. 

She sighed heavily. 
From across the room, Lois asked, “What's the mat¬ 

ter—can't sleep?” 
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“Guess I’m a little excited,” Peggy said. 
“Well, a lot has happened to you, that’s for sure. You 

found a job, an agent and a home—all in one afternoon.” 
“Yes,” Peggy agreed. “A lot has happened.” In spite of 

herself, she thought of Stan again. 
“You worried about the job?” Lois asked, her voice 

drifting through the darkness. 
“Maybe. I’m not sure how well it will work out.” 
“Well, don’t worry about it tonight. Try to get some 

sleep.” 
“I will,” Peggy said. 

“Just remember one thing about Ernie Kastle,” Lois 
said, yawning audibly. 

“What’s that?” 

Lois chuckled softly. “Don’t turn your back to him.” 



9 
PEGGY bent over the file cabinet, sorting through the 
folders. Suddenly, at a slight sound in back of her, she 
straightened up and turned. 

But she was too late. Ernies palm was brushing in¬ 
timately across her hips. 

He laughed and said, “Got you that time.” 
Peggy glared at him, feeling her face grow hot. She 

had been working for him for two weeks now and, de¬ 
spite Lois's advice, there were times when she could 
not avoid turning her back to him. However, during 
the past two weeks, she had developed a remarkably 
keen sense of danger, and much of the time had 
been able to straighten up and move away from Ernie 
before he had a chance to indulge in his favorite pas¬ 

time. 
“How many times,” she said harshly, “do I have 

to tell you to keep your hands to yourself?” 
He grinned, but said nothing. 
Peggy sighed. It was nearly time to leave, and he 

had not bothered her until now; all in all, the day had 
not been a bad one in that respect. But at the mo¬ 
ment she was tired—tired and completely out of pa¬ 
tience with him. Not once since she had been working 
here had Ernie mentioned his promise to keep an eye 
out for a dancing job for her. Several times she had been 
about to remind him, but had always changed her mind, 
deciding it was not the right moment to press the mat¬ 
ter. After all, her association with him was still young. 

67 
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But now, wth the touch of his hand still lingering 
on her even though he had already gone into his 
own office, Peggy decided it was high time she talked 
things over with him. 

Indignantly she walked after him. Ernie looked up 
at her from behind his desk, his bald head shining. 

“I want to talk to you, Ernie,” she said. 
He leaned back, picked up the inevitable cigar from 

an ashtray and stuck it into his mouth. “Sure, baby,” 
he said between puffs, waving her to the chair near 
his desk. 

Peggy sat down, crossing her ankles primly and tug¬ 
ging down her skirt. Ernie watched her silently, his 
eyes taking in the entire procedure. He took one final 
look at her legs and said, "All right, let's have it.” 

“First,” Peggy said in a quiet voice, “are you satisfied 
with my work?” 

He puffed on the cigar thoughtfully. “I haven't fired 
you, have I?” 

“Then you are satisfied.” 
“Yeah. You can take it that way, baby.” 

“Well, Im not very satisfied myself, Ernie.” 
He blew out a cloud of smoke and watched it drift 

toward the ceiling. “Whats bothering you, Peggy?” 
“Well—two things.” 

Ernie leaned back in the chair and clasped his hands 
behind his head, chewing at the end of the cigar. 
“Two isn't so many” he remarked. 

“Maybe not. But one of them is you, Ernie. Remem¬ 
ber what I told you when you hired me?” 

He grinned around the cigar, but said nothing. 
“I told you to keep your hands off,” Peggy said. “Do 

you recall that?” 
“Sure.” 

“Then why do you keep trying to paw me?” 
Hands still clasped behind his head, he said, “Not paw, 
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baby. I don't paw women. A little pat here and there, a 
squeeze now and then-no harm in that, is there?" 

“I don't like it, Ernie." 
He unclasped his hands, took the cigar from his 

mouth. “What’s the second thing bothering you, Peggy?" 
“I’m not finished with the first one yet. I'll ask you— 

again. Will you keep your hands off me?” 
He smiled. “I’ll try. That’s the most I can prom¬ 

ise you—I'll try.” 
Peggy sighed She could always quit, she knew, but 

that would only create other problems for her. 
“All right," she said “Now, the second thing-my 

dancing." 
“What about it?” 
“You said you’d try to locate a spot for me.” 

“Well?" 
“Well, have you found anything, Ernie? Have you 

even looked?” 
He puffed slowly on the cigar and gazed at her re¬ 

flectively. “I haven’t found anything,” he said 
“Have you looked?" 
“What do you mean by that?" There was an edge to 

his voice. 
“I mean have you asked around, Ernie? Have you 

done anything at all to find a spot?" 
“You trying to tell me how to run my business, 

blondie?” he asked, making no effort to hide his ir¬ 

ritation. 
“No. But we made a deal when you hired me. I 

work for a low salary, and you act as my agent. Ive 
kept my part of the bargain—and I’ll go on keeping 
it But what about your end of the deal?” 

His eyes narrowed, and he peered at her through a 
cloud of cigar smoke. The corner of his mouth 
twitched, and Peggy noticed his bald head starting to 
redden slightly. Yet after a tense minute or so, his face 
softened. “And to think I once had you classified as a 
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babe from the sticks.” He chuckled. “You’re getting as 
sharp and as hard to manage as a born-and-bred city 
girl.” 

“You haven’t answered me,” Peggy said. 
“The answer is that there’s no dancing spot for you 

now, baby.” 
“Nothing at all?” 
“Nothing," he said again. “And don’t ask me for 

a list of places I’ve checked. I don’t have to do that. 
I have my contacts, and I’m in touch with things every 
minute of the day and night. Believe me, baby, if 
something comes along for you, I’ll put you right on it 
Okay?” 

Peggy looked down at her hands. “Okay, but—* 
“But what?” 
“I guess I’m a little discouraged.” 
“After only two weeks? Come off, baby. You know 

better than that. Nobody gets a break that fast.” 
“I suppose not,” Peggy said. “It’s just that I keep 

practicing night after night, and I seem to be getting 
nowhere.” 

“You practice at night?” 
“Yes. When Lois isn’t working, she gives me some 

pointers—and so does Stan, whenever he has free time.” 
Stan, huh?” There was an edge to Ernie's voice 

again, and Peggy looked at him closely. 
“Yes,” she said. “Stan works with me. He thinks I’m 

doing pretty well.” She looked down at her watch. “In 
fact, he s picking me up at closing time. We’re going 
to have supper and then he’s going to help me with 
a new routine.” 

Ernie grunted heavily. “So he thinks you’re good, 
huh?” 

“Thats what he says. Why? Don’t you think he 
knows what he’s talking about?” 

He s a wise guy,’ Ernie snapped. “Always making 
with the applesauce. I don’t like him ” 
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“But he's a client of yours—and a good one, too. If 
you don't like him, why do you represent him?” 

Ernie shrugged and stubbed out the cigar in the 
ashtray. “Business is business, baby.” 

“It’s getting late,” Peggy said. “And I’ve got some 
work to finish before Stan arrives.” She stood up. 

“You feel better now?” Ernie asked. “We had our 
little talk just like you wanted.” 

Peggy nodded. “Can I ask you one favor, Ernie?” 
“What is it?” 
“Please let me finish my filing tonight without hav¬ 

ing to look back over my shoulder.” 
He laughed. “You got a deal, baby.” 
“Thanks,” Peggy said. She turned to leave, then froze 

to the spot as she felt his hand pat her gently. 
She whirled, eyes blazing. 
He laughed again. “The deal was to let your fin¬ 

ish your filing. You're not doing any filing yet ” 
Peggy stamped her foot in anger, and Ernie laughed 

louder. She ran from the office to her desk and sat there 
trembling with rage. His laughter gradually died down. 
After a while, Peggy sighed heavily, went to the file 
cabinet in the comer and began to work again. 

She had just filed the last folder when she heard a 
sound in back of her. She turned swiftly, her hand 
raised to lash out with a stinging slap. 

Stans eyebrows shot up, and he ducked instinctively. 
Peggy lowered her hand. “I'm sorry, Stan,” she said, 

blushing. “I thought—I mean, I didn't know it was you.” 
He smiled wryly. “You thought it was Ernie sneak¬ 

ing up on you, right?” 
She nodded, returning his wry smile. “I guess I'm 

getting a little jumpy, lately.” 
Stan walked past her and stuck his head through the 

open door to Ernie's office. “Hey, baldy,” he called 
out. “Why don't you quit feeling up the hired help? 
You're ruining it for us honest men.” 
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“Go to hell, wise guy,” Ernie yelled. 
I love you, too,” Stan said. He went back to Peggy, 

looked at her sympathetically, then said, “You’ve got 
to learn to live with it, Peggy. Don’t let him get you 
down’—he laughed—“and I mean that both ways.” 

She laughed with him. The lightness of his mood 
helped to relax her. “I’ll remember that,” she said. 

“You ready to quit for the night?” 
“Yes. Let’s get out of here.” 
She closed the file, picked up her purse from her 

desk, and allowed Stan to help her with her coat. She 
linked her arm in his as they marched out of the office. 

It was a warm spring evening. Peggy took off her 
coat and draped it over her arm before they had gone 
a block. Stan was wearing tan slacks, a white sport 
shirt, and a tweed jacket. His shirt was open, the 
collar out; his black hair was combed back in waves. 
Peggy smiled up at him and held his arm a little 
tighter as they walked. 

They had dinner in a cafeteria on Broadway. As 
they were finishing their coffee, Stan said, “Well, it’s 
been two weeks now. How do you like the city so far?” 

Oh, I think it’s great. New York’s a wonderful town.” 
He nodded. “No place like it.” 
“It seems like a lifetime since I left Connecticut,” 

Peggy said reflectively. 
“You miss it?” 

No, not really.” Resolutely she refused to allow 
herself to think of Bob or of the delightful times she 
had had with him back home. 

“You have friends there, don’t you?” Stan persisted. 
“What’s the name of that guy you told me about, the one 
who directed the theater group?” 

“Dave Famum.” 

“Yeah, that’s him. He’s a good friend of yours, isn’t 
he?” 

“Of course,” Peggy said. “I wrote to him the other 
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day, and told him about my job with Ernie—about you 
and Lois, too” She stopped and thought for a moment. 
“I guess I do miss Dave a little. He’s a nice guy, a 
good friend.” 

“No one else?” Stan asked much too casually. “Didn’t 
you leave a boy friend behind?” 

“No,” Peggy said emphatically. 
Stan smiled, obviously pleased. 
Peggy smiled too. Clearly, Stan was interested in her. 

She felt a tingle of excitement. It was spring, and she 
was in New York, and a handsome man was interested 

in her. 
They left the cafeteria and took the subway home. 

As they walked up the front steps, Stan said, “Lois 
is working tonight, isn’t she? Some club date?” 

“That’s right. She said she’d be home late.” 
Stan held open the door for her. They entered the 

house and started up the stairs. 
“Well,” Stan said, “I guess we’ll have the place to 

ourselves.” 
“Uh-huh,” Peggy said. 
She unlocked the door, opened it, switched on the 

lights. They walked in, and Stan emitted a low 
whistle. 

“I guess Lois was in a rush,” Peggy said apolo¬ 
getically. The room was in a mess. Odds and ends of 
clothing were draped over every piece of furniture. 
Discarded stockings had been flung to the floor, along 
with two pairs of shoes. Through the open curtain of 
the kitchenette, Peggy could see dirty dishes in the 
sink and a greasy frying pan on the stove. 

Stan shook his head. “Must have been a panic. Lois 
is usually pretty neat.” 

“I know,” Peggy said. “Ill clean it up and then we 
can start working.” 

“Clean up later,” Stan said. “Let’s get on with the 
session now I want to show you that routine—” 
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“But we can t practice here until I clean up,” Peggy 
protested. “And we'll have to roll back the rug .” 

“Get into your rehearsal clothes and well go to my 
place,” Stan said. “You can come back and clean up 
later” 

Peggy looked about at the disordered room and 
the messy kitchenette, and knew the pleasure the spring 
evening had given her would be spoiled if she were to 
do housework now. “All right,” she said. “Give me a 
minute to change.” 

“I'll leave my door unlocked,” Stan said. “Come over 
whenever you're ready.” 

When he had gone, Peggy swiftly stripped off her 
clothes. She changed into tight black shorts, black danc¬ 
ing shoes, a white blouse. She picked up her keys, 
locked the door behind her, and went down the hall 
to Stan's apartment. 

She tapped softly on the door. There was no an¬ 
swer. She tried the knob and the door opened. 

“Stan?” she called out, stepping inside. 
His apartment, she saw, was a duplicate of the one 

she shared with Lois. Stan's voice came from the end 
of the long hall: “Make yourself comfortable. Be right 
there.” 

Peggy sank down on the studio couch, leaned back 
and closed her eyes. 

She heard Stan approaching and opened her eyes 
just as he came into the room. He was wearing his 
usual rehearsal outfit of jeans and T-shirt. 

He went to the record player, selected a disk, and 
placed it on the turntable. 

“Listen to this one all the way through, first,” he said 
Peggy placed her keys on the table near the couch 

and leaned forward to listen. Stan sat down on the 
couch next to her. 

The number began with the steady beat of a tom- 
tom-a repetitious, pulsating rhythm. Then other drums 
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joined in, and then a single flute as the volume swelled. 
Ever more wildly the music soared, played entirely on 
the drums and the flute, until it reached a shattering cli¬ 
max. A diminuendo followed swiftly and the tune ended 
the way it had begun, with a solitary tom-tom gradually 
fading into the coda. 

“Good,” Peggy exclaimed when the record stopped. 
“Plenty of sock.” 

“I thought you'd like it,” Stan said. "It leaves room 
for lots of improvisation.” 

“That ending is tricky, though,” Peggy commented. 
“IVe got something figured out for that,” he said, 

putting on the record again. He held out his hand to 
her. “Come on. Let's give it a whirl.” 

They started to dance, standing a bit away from each 
other, Peggy trying to match her movements to his. 
At first she managed to follow him with little difficulty. 
But as the flute joined in, Stan’s movements became 
too intricate for her and she faltered. 

Stan stopped the record. “Let's try that part again, 
Peggy. Here, I’ll do it for you slowly.” He began to 
move his feet in short, slow steps, then leaned forward, 
swinging his arms back and forth in front of him, 
co-ordinating his arms and legs with the beat which 
he counted aloud. 

“I think I've got it now,” Peggy said. 
Stan started the record again, a few bars before 

where he had stopped it. Peggy picked up the beat 
and began to follow his steps, but once more faltered 
at the same spot and lost the beat. 

Stan stopped the record. 
“What am I doing wrong?” Peggy asked. 
“I think it's your hip movements,” he said. “Ill count 

the beat slowly for you. Try it by yourself.” 
He began to count, clapping his hands in time with 

the beat of the music. Peggy shifted into position 
and repeated the steps. 
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Hold it, Stan said. I see now.” He moved around 
behind her and placed both hands on her hips. "Lets 
try it again. I’ll guide you." 

Peggy stood motionless. A warm sensation had start¬ 
ed up her back at the touch of his hands. She had 
been dancing long enough and was used to being 
held in such a way, but suddenly this was different 
For an instant she was much too conscious of the 
way his hands pressed her hips. She tried to shake 
off the feeling. Dancers were not supposed to have such 
sensations while they worked. 

“Ready?" Stan prompted quietly, standing behind her. 
Peggy nodded, forced herself to move as Stan be¬ 

gan to count out the beat again. 
She felt his hands guiding her, his palms firmly hold¬ 

ing her hips as he directed her movements and contin¬ 
ued to count the beat. 

“That's it,” he said finally, releasing her. “You’ve got 
it now." 

She turned to face him. Their bodies were close. 
For an instant, a flicker of emotion showed in Stan’s eyes, 
and Peggy knew that he had felt as she had. He was 
more experienced as a dancer—used to holding women 
during a dance-and yet he, too, had felt the elec¬ 
tricity when his hands had touched her. 

She backed away from him and smiled faintly. “Let’s 
try it with the music,” she said. 

He turned without a word, went to the record play¬ 
er and started the number from the beginning. 

They danced separately for a while, moving back 
and forth, turning, snapping their fingers. As the num¬ 
ber developed, Peggy increased the movements of her 
body in time with Stan, and she did not lose the 
beat this time. He smiled at her and nodded approv¬ 
ingly. 

Then they came together. He spun her around, his 
hands at her waist. She could not lose herself in the 
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music, though. She heard it-her mind picked up the 
beat, her body responded—but that was all. She was 
now even more acutely aware of the touch of his 
hands, of his nearness to her as they danced. 

He stopped abruptly as the record continued. 
“I want to try a lit here,” he said. He motioned 

her forward and placed one hand on her rib cage, 
then stepped back as she leaned toward him. 

“Now,” he said, and his other hand grasped her 
by the thigh. She felt herself being lifted high into 
the air, then coming down slowly as his hand slid up 
her thigh and over her hip. 

He was breathing heavily now. Peggy stood quietly, 
her heart pumping, waiting, her eyes on his. 

He looked away. “Now, about the end—” he said. 

"Yes?* 
The record was still playing. Stan listened as the 

flute died away, leaving only the solitary drum to 

beat out its insinuating rhythm. 
He held out his hands to her and she stepped toward 

him. He placed both of her hands around his neck, 
then grasped her hips and started moving slowly in 
time to the drumbeat. Peggy followed his lead, imi¬ 
tating his steps, moving closer to him with each slight 
pressure of his hands. Their bodies were in direct 
contact now, moving together in perfect harmony with 
the drumbeat. She could feel the fabric of his jeans 
against the bare flesh of her thighs. She closed her 
eyes for a moment and allowed herself to go slightly 
limp as he held her. 

The music was about to end. At the final drumbeat, 
Stan pulled her close to him, clasping his arms about 
her with sudden strength. 

The record ended and they remained in each others 
arms as the record player shut itself off. With an 
effort he released her and stepped back. She looked 

at him, waiting 
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“That’s what I had in mind for the ending,* he said. 
“You think its okay?” 

Peggy nodded. 
“Want to try the whole thing all the way through?* 
“Lets take a short break,* Peggy said. Her knees 

were weak. She was having trouble breathing. 
“Sure,” he said, and flopped down on a chair. 
^eSSY sat down on the couch and lay back, gazing 

up at the ceiling. She was conscious of his dark eyes 
on her. As she turned her head to look at him, they 
smiled at one another. 

When they had rested for a while, Stan said, ‘‘Ready 
now?” 

Peggy rose from the couch as Stan started the rec¬ 
ord again. They repeated the entire dance, improvising 
as they went along, perfecting the steps they had 
tried the first time and adding new ones. 

They ended the number as they had before, their 
bodies pressed together, moving against each other 
as the drumbeat grew fainter. And when Peggy looked 
into Stan’s eyes, she saw his answer to her unspoken 
question. He was as conscious as she was of the close¬ 
ness of their bodies as they moved together. 

The record ended and they stepped apart. 
“Once more,” Stan said. 

They repeated the dance a third time—then again 
after that. Peggy’s face was warm, her throat dry, and 
she knew this was due to more than simply the ex¬ 
ercise. 

They took a short break, and then started the dance 
once more. This time, at the end, they remained in each 
other’s embrace long after the record had ended. Peggy 
made no effort to move away from him, and kept her 
arms about his neck. She looked up at him, and sud¬ 
denly he bent down and kissed her. She let her hands 
slip down to his arms while they kissed and she could 
feel the iron strength of his biceps under her fingers. 
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When they separated, Peggy took a deep breath and 
looked at him and said softly, ‘That wasn’t part of the 

dance." 
Stan nodded and kissed her again. 
Peggy pulled away from him, afraid of the desire 

flaming up in her. But Stan smiled at her, and suddenly 
everything was all right, and she was no longer afraid 
of her reaction to him. What had happened between 
them was as natural and wholesome as the spring night 

outside. 
She pulled his head down and kissed him full on the 

mouth, moving close to him as she wrapped her arms 

about his body, 
*Tve been wanting to do this for a long time, he 

whispered. 
Hfou have? WeVe known each other only two weeks, 

Stan." 
“That doesn’t matter, Peggy. When you want some¬ 

thing badly, two weeks can seem like two years." 
“I didn’t realize... I mean, I didn’t think that you-" 
“Well, now you know," he said, not smiling. “Peggy, 

I’m getting tired of standing up." 
He led her to the couch. They sat down and Stan 

slipped his arm about her waist and drew her to him. 
They kissed again, and Peggy closed her eyes and felt 
him press her back until they were reclining on the 

couch. 
It was a wide couch. As they kissed, Peggy kicked 

off her shoes and heard them drop to the floor. 
He released her and she lay back, looking up at 

him. He was perched on the edge of the couch, lean¬ 
ing over her. She smiled and ran her fingers through 
his hair. He caught her hand and kissed the palm, 
then bent and kissed her heaving breast. 

Her arms went around his shoulders. Then his hand 
cupped her breast, and a tremor passed through her. 
He kept his hand on the breast, squeezing it gently as 
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they kissed. She parted her lips in response to the 
probing tip of his tongue, and in a corner of her mind 
she knew that soon it would be too late to stop. The 
way he held her, the intensity of his kisses, overpowered 
her. She closed her mind completely to everything but 
the touch of his hand on her breast, the warmth of his 
tongue between her lips. 

Finally she pulled away. She opened her eyes and 
looked up at him. He moved his head slightly, and she 
blinked as the lights glared in her eyes. 

“Light bother you?” he asked. 
She nodded, and then she felt his weight leave the 

couch and heard him walk around the room switching 
off the lamps one by one. She kept her eyes closed 
even though she knew that all the lights were off now. 
Then she felt his weight on the couch again, and heard 
his shoes drop to the floor, and in a moment he was 
stretched out beside her, his arms clutching her. 

She rolled over on her side and they kissed again. 
His fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse 
and she lay quietly unresisting as he slipped the 
blouse from her shoulders. Then she felt his fingers 
at the hooks of her bra and for an instant she stiff¬ 
ened. But when his mouth pressed down harder on 
hers, she felt herself go limp in his arms, permitting 
him to free her breasts from the confining bra. 

She put her arms about his neck and pressed closer 
to him. He kissed her, his hand probing down to her 
squirming buttocks. She squealed with delight, slipped 
her hand under his T-shirt, a sudden thrill running 
through her as her fingers felt the smooth hardness 
of his turgid manhood. 

They held each other tightly, and Stan kissed her 
closed eyes and her bps and the hollow of her throat. 
She became more aggressive then, and began to caress 
him, trying to excite him as he had excited her. 

Soon they were naked. Peggy hotly received his 
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thrust and gave herself up completely to the demands of 
her body, withholding nothing, joining herself to him with 
an intensity of passion that she had never experienced 
before. In moments, the hot ecstacy spilled its juices. 

And then, when it was over, they lay side by side, 
spent and relaxed. She felt her eyes grow heavy and 
knew that she must not fall asleep. But the delicious 
warmth of sleep soon crept over her, in spite of herself, 
and she finally gave in to it, promising herself that she 
would sleep only for a few minutes. 

Peggy awoke suddenly, startled, remembering instant¬ 
ly where she was. Stan lay asleep beside her, breath¬ 
ing evenly. The room was dimly lit by daylight 
shLiing in through the partly opened blinds. 

Quietly she crawled from the couch. She found her 
clothes and dressed hurriedly in the faint light. As she 
picked up her keys from the table and turned to 
leave, Stan stirred on the couch. 

“Peggy?” he called softly. 
She kneeled beside him. “I have to leave now,” she 

whispered, and kissed him lightly. 
She got to her feet, hurried into the hall. The dim hall 

light threw a long shadow ahead of her as she hastened 
toward her apartment. She inserted the key, and as 
she opened the door, the brightness in the apartment 
made her blink. Sunlight was streaming in through the 
open windows. Lois was standing near the kitchenette, 
drying a plate with a dish towel. The girls looked at 
each other and Peggy was the first to drop her gaze. 

“Sorry I left the place in such a mess,” Lois said 
stiffly. “I was late and had to run.” 

“I was going to clean it up,” Peggy mumbled. “But 
Stan—” 

“You were with Stan?” 
“Yes. We were going to practice in here, but we went 
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to his place instead. I was going to clean up when I 
got back.” 

“Oh,” Lois said flatly. 
“We were talking,” Peggy said lamely. “I didn’t real¬ 

ize it was this late.” 
Lois turned her back and busied herself at the sink. 
Peggy yawned elaborately and noisily, and said, 

“Guess I’ll get ready for bed.” She hurried past Lois 
and into the bathroom. 

She switched on the light and closed the door. One 
look at herself in the mirror told the full story. She 
knew she had not fooled Lois. Peggy’s face stared back 
at her from the mirror—lipstick smeared, hair rumpled, 
eyes still heavy from interrupted sleep. She looked 
down at herself. Her blouse was wrinkled, and she had 
forgotten to tuck one end of it into her shorts. 

She placed both hands on the rim of the sink and 
lowered her head as shame flooded through her. 
She turned on the cold water and splashed it on her 
face, then once again looked at herself in the mirror 
and saw her true feelings reflected in her eyes. 

She knew now that her shame was not for what she 
and Stan had done. That had been something real and 
good, something deep and stirring. 

No, she was not ashamed of that. 
She was ashamed only because of what she bo- 

lieved Lois must be thinking of her. 
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THE intercom on her desk buzzed, and Peggy pressed 
the key. “Yes?” 

“Come in a minute,” Ernie's voice commanded. 
Peggy stood up, smoothed her skirt over her hips and 

walked into his office. 
A week had passed since she had spoken to him about 

keeping his hands to himself, and she had to admit that 
he had been trying. He had not quite succeeded in 
controlling himself, however. That would have been im¬ 
possible, she now realized. But all things considered, 
he had been behaving himself quite well. Or ihaybe, she 
thought, she was simply getting used to the little pats 
and squeezes. They were becoming part of the job now, 
and usually she contented herself with a hard look at 
him whenever he got out of line. There was not much 
else she could do. If she slapped his face she would get 
fired and Peggy did not want that to happen. The job 
was working out well, and of course there was always 
the hope that Ernie would find a dancing spot for her, 
as he had promised. 

She stopped in front of his desk. Ernie motioned to 
the chair beside the desk without lifting his eyes from 
the sheet of paper he was reading. 

Peggy sat down, automatically tucking in her legs and 
pulling down her skirt. 

In a few moments, Ernie looked up at her and, as al¬ 
ways, his eyes paused briefly at her knees. 

“You been keeping up with your dancing, Peggy?” 

83 
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“Of course. I practice almost every night* 
“With Stan?” 

She nodded. “Most of the time with him. Sometimes by 
myself if he's not free to work with me.” 

Ernie looked at her steadily, and Peggy wondered just 
how much he knew about her and Stan. They had 
made love only that one night a week ago, but she had 
seen Stan since then, of course. They had even practiced 
the same drum dance again, but had not gone as far as 
they had that first night. Stan had kissed her a few times, 
and Peggy had responded—and that was as far as they 
had gone. 

Ernie was still watching her, and Peggy now sensed 
that he knew something was going on between her and 
Stan. Could Lois have told him? No, Lois would not have 
done that. She had barely spoken to Peggy for a couple 
of days after that fateful night, but then Lois had 
seemed to snap out of it. There was still a slight strain 
between them, and Peggy knew that Lois had been hurt 
by what had happened; but obviously Lois was trying to 
make the best of things. 

“You and Stan are hitting it off pretty well, huh?” Ernie 
said casually. 

“Hes pretty nice to me,” Peggy answered. “He helps 
me a lot with my dancing.” 

Ernie nodded and looked away from her. Peggy de¬ 
cided that he did not really know anything about her and 
Stan. He merely suspected. 

“You remember a week ago you had a little talk with 
me,” Ernie said. “You accused me of not living up to 
my end of the deal. You told me I wasn't trying for you?” 

Peggy waited, trying to still her sudden excitement. 
“Well,” Ernie said smugly, “I’m going to enjoy seeing 

you eat your words.” 
Peggy could hold herself back no longer. “You mean 

you've got something for me?” 
“Yup.” 
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“A job—dancing job?” She was unable to keep the glee 

out of her voice. 
"Easy now. It’s an audition.” 
"Where?” 
"It’s a private audition.” 
"Private?” 
“Yeah. I got what you might call an exclusive deal 

on this one. No other agent has been contacted, and no 
general call has been sent out. It’s not a star spot or any¬ 
thing like that. Just an opening in a chorus line—but 
it's all mine. They’ll consider only my clients ” He grinned 
and said proudly, "How’s that for managing?” 

"A chorus jobl” Peggy eagerly exclaimed. 
"What’s the matter, not good enough for you?” 
“Oh, yes. Of course it is, Ernie.” 
"It’s in a Broadway musical,” he said. “But if you don’t 

want it—” 
"Sure I do!” 
"I can always send Lois, or one of the other girls for 

the audition, you know.” 
"Please, Ernie—” 
He grinned, and Peggy knew he had been deliberately 

teasing her. “Okay, baby,” he said. “The audition is 
yours.” He scribbled on a pad. "It’s tomorrow afternoon 
at three. You go see Mel Crandall at this address. He’s 
the producer’s assistant on the show, and he’ll give you 
a tryout You’ll be the only one auditioning, and if he 
likes you—you’re in.” 

“Thanks, Ernie,” Peggy said breathlessly, taking the 
piece of paper from him. “Thanks a lot.” 

"Just relax when you go there, baby. There’s nothing 
to be nervous about. Mel’s okay. Just do as he says.” 

Peggy looked at the slip of paper. <tfWhat theater is 
this?” 

“It’s not in a theater. That’s Mel’s address. Since I got 
this special deal with him, he don’t want the word to get 
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around that there’s an opening in the chorus. That’s why 
it’s a private audition. You understand?” 

“Sure.” 

“Okay. Just be there at three tomorrow. And remem¬ 
ber—relax.” 

“You bet, Ernie. Thanks again.” 
Peggy rose from the chair. Ernie stood up and stepped 

out from behind the desk. Before she realized what he 
was doing, he had slipped his arm around her waist, his 
palm cradling her hip. 

“Who’s the best agent in the world?” he said, laughing 
and giving her what he intended to be an affectionate 
squeeze. 

She smiled weakly, not wanting to pull away from 
him and create an unpleasant scene after what he had 
just done for her, but still not wanting to remain in his 
grasp. 

“You’re the best as far as I’m concerned, Ernie,” she 
said lightly, moving away from him easily. 

“You remember that, baby,” he said, still laughing. His 
hand slid up from her hip. With his arm now across her 
back, his hand slipped deftly and expertly under her 
arm and as she turned, she felt his fingers press the side 
of her breast. 

She smiled again and stepped aside. He dropped his 
hand. 

“I better get back to work,” she said. 
He nodded. Peggy walked swifdy out of the office and 

sat down at her desk. She held the slip of paper in front 
of her and stared at it raptly. A Broadway musical, she 
thought excitedly. A private audition, too. Confidence 
welled up in her. She would make it, she told herself. She 
would get the job. 

She folded the slip of paper carefully and put it in her 
purse. Ernie was a funny guy, she thought. He had set 
up the audition for her when he could just as well have 
sent someone else. He was doing her a favor—and for 
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what reason? He had managed to have his little squeeze 
without her turning on him, and he had touched her 
breast, something he had never tried to do before. If 
that was all it took to get an audition, then Ernie was 
welcome to whatever thrill he derived from touching her. 
She chuckled. That was a small enough price to pay. 

She leaned back in her chair and thought of Ernie. 
She would have to watch him closely. He might become 
encouraged by the fact that she had not resisted him 
this time, might become more free with his hands. 

Well, from now on, let him use his hands on someone 
else, she thought. He had all he was going to get from 
her. He had taken advantage of her excitement about 
the audition, but it would not happen again. He had 
plenty of other girls from whom he could receive his 
kicks. She had often seen them go into his office in the 
past three weeks—chorus girls, dancers, singers. And 
most of them had emerged from his office with telltale 
signs on them—a strand of hair out of place, a wrinkled 
blouse, a flustered look. 

What kind of man was he? What thrill did he get 
from merely touching women—or from sneaking a look 
in the mirror while a girl undressed? And there was 
something else, too. Ernie seemed to derive his chief ex¬ 
citement from women who would not give in to him. 
Peggy had seen him come out of his office after a girl had 
left indignantly, and his eyes had been burning with hun¬ 
ger. And then, a few hours or a few days later, the same 
would happen with some other girl. It seemed as if 
their very unwillingness stimulated and challenged him. 

Peggy shook her head, baffled, and gave up trying to 
figure Ernie out. What ever way he got his kicks was his 
business, she decided, as long as he stayed away from 
her. 

Peggy wasted no time telling Lois and Stan about the 
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audition. She found them in the apartment when she ar¬ 
rived home after work, and immediately burst out with 
the news. 

Neither of them seemed to share Peggy's enthusiasm. 
“Mel Crandall/* Stan said reflectively. 
“You know him?** Peggy asked. 
Yeah, Stan said. You should get along okay with 

him.’ He shrugged and looked away. 
“Ernie set this up for you?” Lois asked. 
“Yes. It’s a private audition. Ernie explained all about 

it.” 
“ITl bet he did,” Lois said. 
“Is anything wrong?” Peggy asked. 
“Not a thing,” Lois said shortly. 
Peggy looked at her and decided that Lois was hurt be¬ 

cause not she, but Peggy, was being given this opportun¬ 
ity, as hurt as she had been when Peggy had spent the 
night in Stan’s apartment. In both cases, Peggy had taken 
something important from Lois—first Stan, and now the 
chance for the audition. 

Peggy told herself resentfully that she was not to blame 
for anything. She had not set out to take Stan away from 
Lois. As a matter of fact, Stan had never shown in any 
way that he was deeply interested in Lois, although 
Peggy was certain from the way Lois had spoken of 
him that she regarded Stan as someone special in her 
life. As for the audition—well, that had been Ernie’s de¬ 
cision. In Peggy’s opinion, Lois had no right to allow 
jealousy and envy to take hold of her. 

Then Peggy’s resentment quickly faded. In show busi¬ 
ness, the breaks you got were important. If your luck 
did not hold out, then you had little chance of making 
good, no matter how talented you were. Realizing this, 
Peggy felt compassion for Lois. The breaks were against 
the girl right now. 

Well, Peggy said brightly, “I guess I’m too excited to 
eat. I don’t feel at all hungry.” 
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Stan smiled wryly. “You'd better take aboard some 
nourishment. You’ll need your strength tomorrow.” 

Lois laughed shortly. 
Peggy looked at her for a moment, then said, “I think 

111 go out for a walk. Maybe I’ll feel hungry when I get 
back.” 

Stan nodded. Lois sat motionlessly. 
“See you later,” Peggy said as she opened the door and 

left the apartment. 
She walked the streets for an hour, thinking only of 

the audition, deliberately closing her mind to any thought 
of Lois and the way she had behaved. 

When Peggy returned to the apartment she found it 
dark. Stan and Lois had gone—Lois to another club date, 
and Stan to a rehearsal of his TV show. 

Alone, Peggy prepared a light meal, ate slowly, cleaned 
the dishes afterward, and then sat quietly, trying to con¬ 
centrate on the magazine in her lap. No use. She kept 
thinking of tomorrow’s audition. She turned on the radio 
but that did not help. The music made her think of danc¬ 
ing, and dancing made her think even more of the 
coming audition. 

Finally, she undressed and went to bed. With her 
hands clasped behind her head, she lay with her eyes 
wide open for a long while. Her head was full of rosy 
dreams as she fell asleep. 
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MEL CRANDALL lived in the East Eighties. Peggy was 
at his door five minutes too early, carrying a hatbox con¬ 
taining her rehearsal outfit. 

She pressed the button and heard the chimes sound 
inside. 

The door was opened by a tall man with a long, nar¬ 
row face. His gray hair was close-cropped, and his large, 
limpid brown eyes were crowned by heavy black eye¬ 
brows. 

Tm Peggy Raven,” she said. 
The man smiled broadly, displaying uncommonly 

white teeth. He held open the door for her. 
"Ernie called and said you were on the way,” he re¬ 

marked in a deep, resonant voice. "Come in.” 
Peggy walked past him into the foyer and waited 

while he closed the door. He took her by the elbow and 
led her into a large and beautifully furnished living room. 
Oil paintings decorated the walls; a grand piano occu¬ 
pied one comer; rose-colored carpeting covered the floor. 

As Peggy gazed about curiously, the thought struck her 
that she could not very well dance on such a thick car¬ 
pet, that her host must have another room in which to 
audition her. 

"Sit down, Peggy,” Crandall said pleasantly, leading 
her to the long couch in the center of the room. 

She sat down and placed the hatbox at her feet 
Care for a drink?” he asked politely. 

"No, thanks, Mr. Crandall.” 

90 
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“Call me Mel.” 
“Mel,” she said, and smiled tentatively. 
‘Tou don’t mind if I have a drink, do you?” 

“Of course not.” 
He walked to a small bar opposite the piano; and pre¬ 

pared a highball, his eyes fixed on her as he stirred it. 
“Ernie was right,” he said in his resonant voice. “You 

are very attractive.” 
Peggy smiled. “Thank you.” 
He left the bar, drink in hand, and stood in front of 

her. He raised the glass to his lips and drank slowly. 
“Has Ernie explained everything to you?” he asked. 
“You mean about the private audition?” 
He nodded. 
“Yes,” Peggy said. “I know about that-and thanks for 

the chance.” 
Crandall smiled broadly, and Peggy sensed that he 

smiled that way often in order to display his perfect teeth. 
“Did Ernie tell you about my background?” Peggy 

asked. 
“Not much. He just said you were a good dancer. You 

sure you won’t have a drink?” 
“No, thanks. About my background—” 
“Forget it.” 
Peggy stared at him in surprise. 
“We can go into that later,” he said, smiling again. “I 

assume Ernie wouldn’t have sent you over if you didnt 
have some previous experience.” He sat down close to 
her on the couch and sipped slowly at his drink. “What 
I’d like to talk about now is the opportunity this audi¬ 
tion presents. We can discuss other matters, like your 
background, afterward. Okay?” 

“All right,” Peggy said. 
“First,” he said expansively, “I guess you realize just 

how important a part in a Broadway production can 
be—even a part in the chorus.” 

“I do,” Peggy said. 
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He patted her on the knee. “I’m sure you do. But 
let me elaborate a bit. I want to be sure you get the full 
picture. Now, the opening we have in this production 
is in the chorus. The girl who fills it will have to be 
good—and I don’t mean only at dancing. The chorus steps, 
high lacks, and things like that But we want the dancers 
to be pretty, too.” He smiled at her, displaying the teeth. 
“You certainly pass that test.” 

“Thank you—Mr. Crandall.” 
He patted her knee again, allowing his long, slim fingers 

to rest there for a moment. Peggy stiffened and he re¬ 
moved his hand. 

“Also,” he went on, “we can’t have a dancer with mus¬ 
cles. I mean the kind of muscular calves that make her 
look like a track and field star.” The smile flashed. ‘Tm 
happy to say your calves pass the test, too. I studied them 
the moment you walked in.” 

“Thanks again,” Peggy said. 
“You don’t have any scars or birthmarks on your thighs 

or stomach, do you, Peggy?” 
“No.” 

“That’s good.” He finished his drink and set the empty 
glass on the long coffee table in front of the couch. 
“Now, about the opportunity this part offers.” He placed 
his hand on her knee once more and kept it there while 
he looked at her earnestly, his face assuming a confi¬ 
dential expression. “It’s more than just a small part in the 
chorus, you know.” His fingers squeezed her knee 
gently, as though to emphasize the sincerity of his 
words. “There’ll be a chance for you to understudy some 
of the lead parts. I’m sure you can see the opportunities 
there—can’t you, Peggy?” 

“Yes,” she said, looking down at his hand on her knee 
and trying not to seem uncomfortable. Maybe he was 
the kind of person who always had to touch whomever 
he was speaking to, she thought. Maybe this was simply 
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a mannerism of his. Still, she wished he would take away 

his hand. 
As though he had heard her unspoken wish, Crandall 

removed his hand from her knee and smiled at her. 

She smiled back. 
“So you see,” he said resonantly, “we have to choose 

the girl for this part with great care.” 
“Yes—I see,” Peggy said. 
“It's a very desirable part, you know.” 

"You said that,” 
"There are literally dozens of girls who would jump at 

the chance.” His eyes were now boring directly into hers. 
She looked away from him, unable to meet the intensi¬ 

ty of his gaze. "I don't doubt it/ she said. 
His hand was back on her knee. "That's why I set up 

this deal with Ernie. I told him to pick only the best. I left 
it to him to send me just the right girl. This way, I save 
all the bother of holding open auditions and watching 
a bunch of sloppy dancers try to impress me.” 

"I understand/' Peggy said. 
He sighed deeply, warily; and he patted her knee. 

"Those open auditions can be quite an ordeal, Peggy. 

Ever been to any of them?” 
"Not for a Broadway show.” A thought suddenly struck 

her and hesitantly she put it into words. "By the way, 
just what show are you auditioning for? Ernie didnit tell 

yy 
me. 

"It's one that's going into production in a few weeks,” 
Crandall said quickly, smoothly, his tone confidential. 

"Oh,” Peggy said, and lapsed into silence, trying to re¬ 
call from the last list she had read in Variety which 
Broadway musicals were about to go into production. 

"So I set up this private audition with Ernie,' Crandall 
went on, as though there had been no interruption. "I 
think it makes things easier all around, don't you?” 

"I guess so.” 



94 THE CASTING COUCH 

"Well now,” he said brightly, ‘let’s see how well you 
dance, shall we?" 

“All right,” Peggy said, rising from the couch, glad to 
get away from his knee-patting. “Where can I change?” 

“That won’t be necessary.” 
Peggy looked at him in surprise. “It won’t?” 
“No. I want you to try a special dance were putting 

in the show.” 
“I—I don’t follow you.” 
“Haven’t you ever heard of a specialty number?” 
“But I thought this audition was for a part in the chor¬ 

us.” 

Crandall got to his feet and walked to the bar. “It is,” 
he said, mixing himself another drink. “But, as I told 
you, we’ll want you to understudy some of the other parts. 
I think you'll be just right for the strip number.” He 
stirred his drink, allowing his eyes to travel quickly up 
and down, looking her over closely. “Yes, I think you’ll 
be perfect for that number.” 

“A—a strip dance?” 

He raised the glass to his lips and nodded. “Let me 
outline the part for you, Peggy. It’s that of a young girl 
anxious to break into burlesque. She’s relaxing on her bed 
when the producer comes to see her. She’s wearing only a 
bra, a half-slip, and panties. There are a few lines of 
snappy dialogue during which she tries to convince him 
she’s just right for a spot as stripper. Then she stands up 
on the bed, pretending it’s a stage, and sings as she does 
a strip, complete with bumps and grinds. Of course, she 
doesn’t strip completely-just takes off her slip and fin¬ 
ishes the dance in her bra and panties.” He took another 
swallow of his drink. “It’s going to be a big scene in the 
show,” he said, his eyes shining. “Just imagine-a girl 
like you-striking figure, long legs, high bust-standing 
on a bed, singing and doing bumps and grinds while 
she strips. Of course, we 11 rig the bed up especially for 
this number—put a board under the sheets so it won’t 
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be too springy. I think the number will be the hit of the 
show. If it’s handled just right-no vulgarity, but plenty 
of sex-it can make a star of the girl who does it.” 

“Dancing on a bed?” Peggy said, puzzled, trying to 
imagine the scene he had just described. 

“Right. And then, after the dance, she jumps down 
from the bed and, still half-naked, tries to seduce the 
producer. It should be a great scene, don’t you think so?” 

“Well—I guess so.” 
“Fine,” he said enthusiastically, stepping away from 

the bar. “Let’s try it.” 
“Now?” 
He nodded and set down his glass. 
“Here?” Peggy asked. 
He nodded again. 
Peggy looked about the room. “But—I mean, bow—?” 
He smiled broadly. “Improvise, Peggy. I want to see 

how good you are. Just hum or sing something and do 

a strip number down to your bra and panties.” 
“And after that?” Peggy asked, suddenly dubious. 
“Well,” Crandall said casually, “after that we can try 

an improvisation of the seduction scene.” 
“You and me?” Peggy asked, beginning to understand 

what he was leading up to. 
“That’s right.” He smiled at her again. "And if you’re 

any good, I might even be able to work it so you get to 
do the strip number in the show. That would mean more 
than just a part in the chorus. We haven’t really made 
up our mind about the girl for the strip number yet.” 

“I see,” Peggy said. “All you want me to do for this 
—this private audition—is to strip down to my bra and 
panties and sing and dance and do bumps and grinds 
for you, and then play a big seduction scene with you.” 

His smile slowly faded as the import of her words 
and the tone of her voice came through to him. “This is 
a legitimate audition,” he said slowly. “There is going to 
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be a strip number in the show, and there is an opening 
in the chorus, too.” 

“Oh, I’m sure it’s legitimate,” Peggy said. "And I’m 
sure, too, that you’ll keep your word if you tell me I’ve 
got the part. It all depends on how good I am, doesn’t it? 
I mean, all Ive got to do is to show you that I’ve got 
dancing talent and that I’m willing to use the old 
casting-couch method of getting a part. Is that right?” 

“I thought Ernie briefed you on this,” he said in a brit¬ 
tle voice. 

“Oh, he did. But he forgot one thing. I’m a girl from 
the sticks and haven’t been around long enough to catch 
on. I thought a private audition meant just that. I guess 
I was so excited about the chance, I couldn’t fhinlr 
straight.” 

“Well, you’re straightened out now, I gather.” 
“Definitely, Mr. Crandall.” 

He sighed. “You can still change your mind,” he said. 
“No, thanks, Mr. Crandall.” She smiled tightly. “I don’t 

think I’d be very comfortable on your couch. Try some¬ 
one else.” 

He shrugged. “Goodbye,” he said in a flat voice. 
Peggy picked up her hatbox and walked to the door 

proudly. Now she knew what Ernie had meant when 
he advised her to relax. And the reactions of Lois and 
Stan were now clear to her, also. They had assumed she 
had known what she was getting into with Mel Crandall. 
Well, the joke was on them-she had not known. She had 
not even guessed until a few moments ago. 

You re a fool, Peggy, she told herself as she waited for 
the elevator. You’re a dumb, stupid fool] But she was not 
certain just why. Was she a fool for not realizing in ad¬ 
vance what Ernie had set up for her? Or was she a fool 
for having turned down the chance? 
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ERNIE was sitting behind his desk, tilted back in the 
swivel chair, his hands clasped behind his head and the 
ever-present cigar stuck in his mouth, when Peggy 

stormed into his office. 
She tossed her hatbox on the desk and stood in front 

of him, her legs apart and her hands on her hips. 
*Tve been expecting you” Ernie said calmly. 
Peggy glared at him. “Mel Crandall called you and 

told you all about it, didn't he?” 
“I just finished talking to him,” Ernie said. 
“He told you what happened?” 
Ernie nodded and puffed calmly on the cigar. 
“Why did you send me to him, Ernie?” 
“You wanted a job as a dancer.” 
“I wouldn't sell myself to get a job ” 
Ernie shrugged. “I thought you knew the setup ” 
“That was my fault,” Peggy said. “I should have real¬ 

ized what I was getting into. But that doesn't excuse 
what you did. What kind of a girl do you think I am?” 

“One who won't put out” Ernie said in a matter-of- 

fact voice. 
“Well, you remember that from now on—and don't 

send me out on any more casting-couch deals.” 
“Okay,” Ernie said with apparent unconcern. But his 

eyes betrayed him. They held a strange gleam, and 
Peggy knew that her refusal to give herself to Mel Cran¬ 
dall had excited and challenged Ernie, making her even 

more desirable to him. 
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Peggy glanced at her watch. There was less than an 
hour to go before quitting time. “I'll take the rest of the 
day off, all right?" 

Sure, Ernie said. “Go ahead. And you might use the 
extra time to do some thinking.” 

“About wliat?” 

“About how little girls get ahead in show business.” 
Peggy laughed. “I had my first lesson today." 
“Well, remember it." 

"What are you trying to tell me, Ernie? That I can 
land a dancing spot only by letting someone like Mel 
Crandall get me on his couch?” 

Ernie shrugged, took the cigar from his mouth. “That’s 
how lots of girls get their start.” 

“Is it the only way, Ernie?" 
“No—but it’s the quickest.” 
“I can wait.” 

He smiled. “It may take a while.” 
“I think it will be worth it,” Peggy said. She recovered 

her hatbox and left the office. 

Lois and Stan were in the apartment when Peggy ar¬ 
rived. Stan was sitting on the couch reading a magazine 
while Lois was practicing a dance step to music from 
the record player. Both looked up as Peggy walked in, 
and Lois shut off the music. 

“You’re back early,” Stan said. 

Peggv tossed her head. “Probably you didn’t expect 
me back at all tonight.” 

Lois and Stan exchanged glances. 

I was a fool, Peggy said. “I should have realized 
what I was getting into." 

“You didn’t know?” Lois asked. 
“Not until it was almost too late." 
Lois narrowed her eyes. "And you turned Mel down 

is that it?” 
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“That's exactly it,” Peggy said, trying to keep her voice 

light. 
“Have you told Ernie?” 
“Yes. I just came from his office 
Lois moistened her lips. “Did Ernie say anything 

about sending anyone else to Mel?” 
Peggy shook her head. 
Lois went to the telephone. As she dialed, Peggy put 

down her hatbox and sat on the couch next to Stan. 
“Hello, Ernie?” Lois said. “This is Lois.” There was a 

moment's pause, and then Lois continued, “I've just 
talked to Peggy. She tells me she turned down the audi¬ 
tion.” Another pause, then, “Well how about sending 
me?” Lois listened, her face tense. “Sure, Ernie. I know 
the score. Look, I'm free tomorrow afternoon. Set it up 
for me, will you?” Lois listened for a moment longer, 
then her face broke into a smile. “You're a doll, Ernie. 

Thanks a million.” 
She cradled the telephone and turned to face Stan and 

Peggy. 
“You're going?” Peggy asked. 
Lois nodded, her lips grimly compressed. “Ernie said 

he promised to send over someone else tomorrow, but 
he didn't say who it would be.” 

“And you've elected yourself?” 
“Yes.” 
“But, Lois-” 
“But what?” 
“Maybe you'd better let me tell you what happened,” 

Peggy said. “I mean, you haven't heard what Mel want¬ 

ed me to do.” 
“I don't have to hear,” Lois said sharply. “I can handle 

myself—and I can handle Mel, too.” 
“You think you can keep him in line?” 
Lois laughed shortly. “Up to a point.” 
“And if it goes beyond that point?” 
“I'll take my chances,” Lois said calmly. “Ernie said 
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he can promise nothing. I might not even get the job * 
“That’s a big chance to take,” Peggy said. She looked 

at Stan. Aside from a slight frown, he gave no indication 
of having any interest in what they were saying. 

Lois smiled condescendingly. “You haven’t been in 
this business very long, Peggy. Sometimes you have to 
gamble a little. I’m getting tired of club dates. I think 
it’s about time I had a break.” 

“Well,” Peggy said, “you know what’s best for you." 
“You bet I do,” Lois said confidently. “Now, how 

about some supper? I’ve got to get to work early tonight 
You want to help with dinner?" 

“Sure,” Peggy said. “I’ll do the cooking. You set the 
table.” She said to Stan, “Want to join us?” 

He shook his head and stood up. “I promised some of 
the guys from the show that I’d have supper with them, 
and then we're going to rehearse some new material. It 
will be a late night for me.” 

When Stan had gone, Peggy slipped into an apron 
and got to work in the kitchenette. 

Lois chattered throughout the meal, but did not once 
mention the audition with Mel Crandall. Peggy kept up 
her end of the conversation, talking about dancing, about 
Connecticut in spring, about Dave Famum, about any¬ 
thing that came into her head. It was the kind of small 
talk Peggy would have enjoyed ordinarily, but she knew 
Lois’s ebullience sprang from the hope of getting the 
part that Mel would dangle in front of her as bait. And 
knowing what Lois would have to go through, Peggy 
could feel no joy for her. Still, Lois knew what she was 
doing, Peggy thought. The choice was hers. 

Lois left after the dishes had been washed, and Peg¬ 
gy settled down to a solitary evening of second thoughts. 
It was fine to feel virtuous after having indignantly re¬ 
fused Mel s offer; yet there was still the nagging doubt 
in her mind that she had been a fool to refuse him. She 
may have passed up her one big break. 
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AT two o'clock the next afternoon, Lois arrived at the 
office to speak to Ernie. 

She greeted Peggy cheerfully, disappeared into Ernie's 
office, and came out again ten minutes later, smiling. 
She winked at Peggy and said, “Well, I'm off." 

“Good luck,” Peggy called after her as Lois walked out 
the door. 

Ernie came out of his office, looked at Peggy and shook 
his head sadly, then went back inside. His implication 
was that where Peggy had failed, Lois had succeeded. 

At four-thirty, the telephone rang. Peggy picked it up 
and said, “Kastle Agency." 

“Peggy? This is Lois.” The voice was hushed, 
“Yes, Lois?” 
“I can't talk long. I'm calling from Mel's. Is Ernie free?" 
“No,” Peggy said. “He's on a long-distance call.” 
There was a moment of silence, then Lois said, “Well, 

I wont be able to call back later. Tell Ernie I can't make 
my club date tonight. He'll have to get one of the other 
girls to fill in for me.” 

“All right,” Peggy said. ‘Til tell him.” 
“Thanks. See you tomorrow.” 
“Goodbye,” Peggy said, and hung up. 
She sat quietly at his desk, thinking of what she 

had just heard from Lois. 
Moments later, the light went out on the button at the 

base of her telephone, and Peggy knew that Ernie had 
completed his call. She went into his office. 
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“Lois called,” she said. 
“Yeah? What did she want?” 
Peggy told him. 
He nodded briefly. 
“About Lois's club date-” Peggy said hesitantly. 
“Yeah?” 
“Can I fill it?” 
He shook his head. “No dice, baby.” 
“Why not?” 
“Not enough experience,” Ernie said curtly. 
“I see,” Peggy said dejectedly. 
“Nothing personal, baby—you just don't have the ex¬ 

perience.” 
“Is that it, Ernie? Or are you getting back at me for 

turning down Mel.” 
He looked at her with an amused expression on his 

face. “Don’t flatter yourself. I got nothing against you for 
giving him the cold shoulder. I tried to do you a favor 
and you wouldn't take it—but it makes no difference to 
me, one way or the other.” He flipped open a small index 
file on his desk. “I know just the girl to substitute for 
Lois.” 

Peggy moistened her lips uneasily. “I'm sorry, Ernie. I 
shouldn't have accused you of that.” 

He waved his hand magnanimously. “Forget it.” 
As Peggy turned to leave, she caught him looking at 

her. The gleam of interest was in his eyes again; he felt 
the excitement of a man pursuing a woman who was un¬ 
attainable, the challenge of breaking down a girl who 
would not sell herself for stage success. 

She felt a cold shiver run down her back as she walked 
out of the office. 

Stan came to the apartment after supper. 
“Want to practice?” he asked. “I've got a free night ” 
“No, thanks. I think I'll just take it easy.” 
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He looked about the room. “Lois hasn’t come back?' 

“She’ll be gone for the night” 
He pursed his lips. “Again?” 
“Stan, tell me something. Do you-do you think I was 

foolish not to take Mel's offer?” 
Stan looked at Peggy solemnly as he sat down next to 

her on the couch. “That’s a difficult question to answer, 

Peggy” , _ 
“You mean I should have gone through with itr 
His shoulders moved in an almost imperceptible shrug. 

“Lots of girls would have.” 
“But to do something like that! Why, it's—well, it’s—I 

mean—” She gulped, unable to continue. 
He smiled at her indulgently. “Don’t act so shocked, 

Peggy. You're a big girl.” 
“But I am shocked. I thought you felt—what I mean is, 

I thought you’d be furious with me if I did such a thing.” 
‘Is that the only reason you refused?” 
“No,” Peggy said quickly. “I’m not the type to give 

myself to a man just to get a job.” 
“Well, if that was your decision, Peggy, don't be 

ashamed of it.” 
“I'm not. I'm not ashamed at all.” She felt the color 

rise in her cheeks. “Tell me,” she said suddenly, “would 
you feel any different about me if I had gone through 
with it?” 

Once again Stan responded with a slight shrug. “I 
don't know. Maybe—maybe not.” 

“Even after what happened between us that night? 
Be honest with me, Stan. Please be honest.” 

A look of understanding appeared in his eyes. He sat 
quietly for a while, then said, “There are some things 
you have to understand, Peggy. In this business, there’s 
terrific competition. Sometimes the only way a girl can 
get a break is to do what you refused to do. Some girls 
go with it, some never give in. It’s a situation you get so 
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used to after a while that you are no longer shocked or 
upset by it" 

“You mean you take it for granted, is that it?” 
“Exactly. It doesn’t happen all the time—but it does 

go on. So you learn to accept it. And you also learn not 
to condemn anyone for accepting it. Can you understand 
that?” 

Peggy nodded. “Yes—I suppose I can.” She tried to rec¬ 
oncile what he had just told her with her own sense of 
values, but she found this difficult to do. She was 
too confused, she told herself. She had no right to judge 
Lois or Stan by the standards of a Connecticut manufac¬ 
turing town. This was New York. This was the big time, 

the major league. Values were different here. Behavior 
was different. On the one hand, Stan had gotten furiously 
angry at the desk clerk who had insulted her. On the 
other hand, he was now calmly able to accept the fact 
that she might have to spend a night in bed with a pro¬ 
ducer in order to get a job. She had a lot to learn yet, 
Peggy decided. 

‘Til tell you one thing, though,” Stan said after a mo¬ 
ment. 

“What’s that?” 

Im glad you didn’t. Being selfish about it, and look¬ 
ing at it strictly from my own point of view, I’m glad 
you didn’t go through with it, Peggy.” 

Her throat choked up with sudden happiness and she 
leaned toward him and kissed him quickly on the lips. 
‘Thanks, Stan. That means a lot to me.” 

He smiled at her and slipped an arm about her shoul¬ 
ders, drawing her close to him. “Let’s forget show busi¬ 
ness for now,” he said. “Let’s forget all about it.” 

She smiled ruefully. “I don’t know if I can do that. It’s 
always on my mind.” 

He kissed her gently and asked, “Does that help 
any?” 
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Peggy closed her eyes, smiled. “Not enough.” 
He kissed her again. 
“That’s better,” she said. 
“What’s on your mind now?” 
“My mind is whirling, Stan.” 
She put her arms around his neck and kissed him lus¬ 

ciously on the mouth. 
“That makes two of us.” 
He chuckled. “It’s nice to whirl with you.” 
Peggy reached over and switched off the lamp. The 

room was instantly plunged into darkness. 
She felt his arms tighten around her, and she moved 

closer to him, pressing her lips hungrily to his. She want¬ 
ed him to hold her, to kiss her, but it was more than 
physical desire now. It was the hunger for escape. She 
knew that in his arms she would be able to forget what 
had happened at Mel Crandall’s place. She would think 
only of Stan, and she would be able to forget all her 
worries and doubts, all the uncertainties plaguing her. 

They leaned back on the couch. Stan’s hand moved 
down and removed her shoes, and Peggy knew that ev¬ 
erything would be all right. 

She stretched out on the cushions and closed her eyes, 
waiting for him to take her in his arms. They had the 
whole night ahead of them. Lois would not be back. 
The apartment was theirs. 

He reclined beside her and touched her breast. She 
placed her hand over his and held it against her. 

“I can feel your heart beating,” he whispered. 
“Fast?” 
“Very fast,” he said. 
“See what you do to me?” she said huskily. 
His hand moved down to her waist as his mouth 

sought hers in the darkness. 
“Stay with me tonight,” she whispered in his ear. 
“You want me to?” 
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“Yes—yes, I do. Don’t leave me, Stan. I don’t want to 
be alone tonight.” 

“You won’t,” he said softly. 
She sighed deeply, comforted by his promise. Slowly, 

with mounting anticipation, she unbuttoned her blouse. 
Stan’s hands now reached behind her, unclasped the 

bra, and the twin milky mounds came tumbling forth, 
each tipped by its cherry-red nipple. With a moan of 
delight, Stan bent his head, buried in the soft, warm 
flesh. Then his fingers were fondling and pinching the 
breasts, and his mouth was on each swelling nipple in 
turn, his tongue stabbing and stroking. Moments of this 
and Peggy was reduced to a palpitating mass of hot 
desire. Lust raced through her veins like wine. 

She jumped to her feet, threw off her clothes. Stan, 
too, arranged himself. Then in her eagerness she came 
down on his knees, straddling him. He leaned back on 
the couch, pulling her forward, and again his mouth was 
at her nipples, sucking, savoring, kissing. The thrills cours¬ 
ing through Peggy made her wildly wanton. She shifted 
so as to make delicate contact, lifted, came down volup- 
tuously—and within her she felt all the tall, hard 
strength of his manhood. 

The rhythm became faster. In the saddle of passion, 
she twitched and writhed, Stan madly gripping her. 
Ecstacy burst from them both like a flood of white-hot 
lava, engulfing them in a prolonged rapture so sharp 
it was like pain ... 
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THE next morning, Peggy awoke first. She blinked her 
eyes, gradually becoming aware of the light in the room, 
of the breeze rustling the drapes, of the traffic noises 
from the street below. She was lying on her back, and 
Stan was on his side facing her, his arm flung across her 

stomach. 
Wide awake now, she lay quietly, watching Stan as he 

slept next to her, savoring the warm feeling of his hand 
on her. How nice to wake up this way, she thought, with 
your man next to you, touching you in his sleep. She 
wanted to turn to him, to slip her arms around him and 
kiss him—but she decided against it. He was sleeping so 
peacefully it seemed a shame to disturb him, even with 

a kiss. 
She breathed slowly and regularly, feeling his arm rise 

and fall with the movement of her body. It was time to 
get up, she knew. She had to go to work. Besides, Lois 
might come in at any moment—although Peggy doubted 
that her roommate would arrive until much later that \ 

morning. 
She drew back the covers gently and began to slide 

out from under Stans arm. He stirred. His hand moved 
down to the hollow of her thigh. She stopped, waiting 
to see if he would wake up. He lay still again, and Peggy 
looked down at his hand and smiled. She tried to move 
once more, but his fingers suddenly tightened on her 

thigh, and she stopped. 
He was waking up now, his eyelids moving, his hand 
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still holding her tightly. He opened his eyes, blinked a 
few times. 

“Good morning,1* she said. 
He looked down at his hand on her thigh and smiled. 

“Good morning,” he said, but did not remove his hand. 
“Sleep well?” Peggy asked. 
“Uh-huh.” 
“Time to get up ” Peggy said. 
He smiled again, and she felt the increased pressure 

of his fingers. 

“Today's a working day for me,” she reminded him. 
He took a deep breath and released it slowly. His 

hand moved up her thigh, over her hip, around her waist, 
and he drew her to him. 

She kissed him gently, moving her lips slightly under 
his, her eyes half-closed. 

“Let's stay in bed for a while,” he murmured, his lips 
close to hers. 

She shook her head slowly and kissed him again. “Not 
today, Stan. I'd like to-but not today.” 

“Why not?” 

“I told you why. It’s a working day. Besides, I don't 
live here alone, you know.” 

“Some other time.” 
“That a promise?” 
“You bet it is.” 

She sat up, aware of the way he looked at her naked¬ 
ness but making no attempt to cover herself. “I'll make 
breakfast for us,” she said. 

“Swell,” he said, his eyes moving up to her face. 
Peggy smiled at him as she got up from the couch and 

stretched, allowing him to feast his eyes on her pink nu¬ 
dity. 

“You keep that up,” he said slowly, “and youTl find 
yourself right back here in bed.” 

She chuckled, picked up her clothes, and walked to¬ 
ward the bathroom, swinging her hips provocatively. 
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She took a shower and dressed swiftly. Then she made 
breakfast while Stan showered and dressed. 

He sat down at the table rubbing his chin. ‘Til shave 
at my own place later,*' he said, his eyes intent on the 
bacon and eggs she had placed in front of him. 

“Eat hearty," she said. She sat down opposite him and 
drank a glass of orange juice, then started on her coffee. 

“Is that all you’re having?” Stan asked. 
“Got to watch my figure." 
“It's worth watching,” he said, his mouth full of bacon. 

Afterward, as he was drinking a second cup of coffee, he 
said, “You know, I've been doing some thinking about 
us." 

“Yes?” 
“How would you like to form a dance team with me, 

Peggy?” 
She caught her breath. “A team!” 
“Yes. Oh, I know dance couples are a dime a dozen 

these days, but I think we've got something good in 
that tom-tom routine we've been practicing—and I've got 
ideas for other routines, too.” 

“Stan, do you think I’m good enough?” 
“Of course you are, damn it. I wouldn't ask you if I 

didn't think so.” 
Peggy felt her face flush. “Why—I think its a marvel¬ 

ous ideal” 
“Then you'll do it?” 
“Of course.” 
“Great!" he said. “We'll practice as often as we can, 

and work up enough routines for an act, see? Then we’ll 
go to Ernie and tell him to get us bookings.” 

Starry-eyed, Peggy tried to imagine herself perform¬ 
ing with Stan. The picture in her mind was beautiful 
and she smiled dreamily to herself. 

“One thing about you,” Stan said, getting up from the 
table. “You're the best-looking kid ever to come here from 
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Connecticut.” He sighed. “I’d better leave and let you go 
to work. But well work out tonight. Okay?” 

Peggy stood up and threw her arms about him. Stan 
bent down and kissed her. 

“Can I tell Ernie about us?” 
“Why not? Its not something we have to keep secret. 

Tell him today, if you want to.” 
“I will,” Peggy said.. “I've got a special reason for want¬ 

ing to tell him.” 
“What is it?” 
“I want him to know I don’t have to sleep with pro¬ 

ducers or their assistants to get a break in this game. 
Were going to make it big, Stan. I can feel it. I want 
Ernie to know about it right from the start. I want him 
to see that not everything is decided on a casting couch.” 

Stan chuckled. “How about a studio couch?” He 
looked pointedly at the rumpled covers. 

“Oh, that's different,” Peggy said, blushing. “I wasn't 
selling myself. I truly wanted to be with you. You know 
that, don’t you? You should know it by now.” 

Stan kissed her lightly. “I was only teasing.” 
“It’s nothing to joke about, Stan.” 
“It’s no joke to me,” he said, his expression grave. He 

pulled her close to him and pressed his mouth to hers. 
She clung to him, her fingers gripping his shoulders, her 
eyes tightly closed. 

He let go of her finally and said, “See you later.” 
She watched him leave the apartment. Then she 

turned toward the studio couch and a happy smile 
brightened her face. 

She told Ernie about it the first thing that morning. 
“You and Stan, huh?” he said. 
“That’s right, Ernie. And when we get our routines 

down pat, you're going to start booking us.” 
“If you’re any good, I’ll be glad to take you on,” Ernie 

said evenly. 
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‘Well be good. Don’t worry about that,” Peggy said 
confidently. “And I'll like you to remember that 1 did 
this without giving in to Mel Crandall, or anyone like 

him.” 
Ernie shrugged. “Who you sleep with is your own bus¬ 

iness.” 
Peggy felt her face grow hot. Ernie was letting his 

imagination go to work on her and Stan. 
“I meant,” she said calmly, “that it wasn’t necessary 

for me to prostitute myself in order to get a break ” 
“Not so far,” Ernie replied. 
“What do you mean?” 
“I’ve been in show business a long time, baby. I’ve 

seen girls like you before. Some of them held out. They 
were very righteous about it, too, like you are.” Pie snort¬ 
ed contemptuously. “Most of them never made the 
grade.” 

“But some of them did—right, Ernie?” 
“Yes. Some of them—but damn few.” 
“So it’s possible, isn’t it?” 
“Anything’s possible,” he replied irritably. “Let me tell 

you something. Don’t be so smug about it. These girls 
like you who tried to hold out—lots of them finally gave 
in when they realized it was the only way to speed 
things up. I’ve even seen wives do it for their husbands. 
They were good wives, too—loved their husbands. Be¬ 
cause of that love they ended up in the bed of some 
director or producer, just to get a break for their hus¬ 
bands.” He looked at her steadily. “So don’t be so sure 
of yourself, baby. You feel pretty cocky right now, but 
wait till things get a little rough. You're human. You’ll 
find it’s not so easy to be virtuous when you’re down on 
your luck.” 

Peggy swallowed hard, feeling uncomfortable and 
troubled. He was right. She had been smug and cocky. 
But she was no better than other women. It could hap¬ 
pen to her, too. 
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She turned without replying and went to her desk. 
An hour later, Lois came in. She nodded to Peggy, 

who immediately buzzed Ernie. 
“Lois is here,” she said into the intercom. 
Ernie told her to send Lois in. 
Lois winked at Peggy and walked smartly into Ernie’s 

office. A few minutes later, she emerged, her face set, 
her eyes narrowed. She sat down in the chair near Peg¬ 
gy's desk and, with an obvious attempt at lightness, said, 
“Well, that’s one night wasted." 

Peggy looked at her, afraid to ask what she meant 
“I didn't get the job," Lois said. 
“Oh,” Peggy said. “I'm sorry, Lois." 
Lois shrugged. “That's the breaks.” 
“What happened?" 
“What do you think happened? Good old Mel Cran¬ 

dall took all he could get from me and then couldn't 
come through with the job." 

“Why not?” Peggy asked. “Didn't he-I mean, wasn't 
your dancing good enough?” 

“My dancing was fine,” Lois said, unable to keep the 
bitterness out of her voice. “And so was everything else 
I did for Mel. But the producer of the show had his own 
partner in bed with him last night, and she was chosen. 
The producer called Mel about it this morning, and Mel 
told Ernie when Ernie called him just a little while ago." 

“Oh," Peggy said. 

“Well,'' Lois said airily, “it was a good try.” She looked 
at Peggy. “Ernie tells me you and Stan are starting a 
dance team." 

Peggy nodded. 
“Good luck." 
“Thanks,” Peggy said. 

Lois sighed and rose to her feet. “I'll see you later,” 
she said. “I'm going home." 

Peggy turned back to her typing. But she could not 
concentrate on the work; thoughts of Lois and Mel kept 
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forcing their way into her mind. Lois had gone through 
all that for nothing. It wasn't wholly Mel's fault. The 
producer had the final say. Whose fault was it, then? 
Who was to blame for what had happened? Ernie? Mel? 

The producer? Lois? 
Peggy shook her head sadly and decided that no one 

person was basically responsible. The fault was due 
mainly to the fierce competition in the business, to the 
fact that there were always dozens of applicants for each 
opening. The system was at fault, Peggy thought, not 
knowing exactly what she meant by the word system. 
Everyone was trying to get to the top, and this meant 
sacrifices—all kinds of sacrifices. And Peggy realized with 
a sinking feeling in her stomach that, no matter how she 
felt at the moment, she might possibly become caught 
up in the system herself, and eventually find herself will¬ 
ing to make the same kind of sacrifice that Lois had 

made. _ 
Peggy shuddered as she thought of what might lie 

ahead, and then resolutely put the idea out of her mind. 
Five minutes later, while she was busily typing, the 

telephone rang. She picked up the receiver and said, 
“Kastle Agency.” 

There was a moment of silence at the other end of the 
line and then a familiar voice said, “Hello, Peggy.” 

“Dave!” Peggy squealed, recognizing his voice instant- 

ly- 
“Surprised?” 
“Gosh, yes. Where are you?” 
“In New York. I’ll be here a couple of days on busi¬ 

ness.” 
“Oh, that's fine, Dave. You don’t know how good it is 

to hear your voice,” she blurted. “When will I see you?” 
“How about lunch today?” 
“Of course.” 
“Can you meet me?” he asked. “Ill be tied up until 

about twelve-thirty.” 
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“Sure, Fll meet you. Where?” 
“Make it on the southwest comer of Seventh Avenue 

and Forty-third Street.” 
“Yes, Dave. I’ll be there at twelve-thirty.” 
She leaned back joyously in her chair. Dave, she 

thought—Dave Famum. Hearing his voice again was like 
being back home in Connecticut. She looked at the clock. 
Still two hours to go. Dave, she thought again. He had 
come at just the right time. Dave knew the score. He 
would help her to resolve her doubts, her worries about 
what her course should be. Oh, yes—he had come just 
when she needed him.' 

She bent over the typewriter, forcing herself to work, 
intent on making the time pass until she could see Dave 
again. 
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PEGGY sat at the table with Dave, and for the fifth 
time she said, ‘It’s so good to see you, Dave. Oh, but it's 
good to see you I” 

He smiled, his eyes dancing behind his glasses, the 
tufts of gray hair standing up from this balding scalp 

as usual. 
“Eat your lunch,” he said. Tm not used to spending 

a lot of money on a pretty girl in a fancy restaurant—so 
you'd better eat.” 

She grinned at him and picked up her fork. 
Dave kept up a steady flow of chatter about things at 

home, telling Peggy what a success the show had been, 
filling her in on all the latest gossip—but not once did he 
mention Bob Hamilton. 

But as they were having their coffee, Peggy said, “Dave 
—I need your help.” 

He looked at her closely. “You re not happy here, are 
you, Peggy?” 

“Why do you say that?” 
“I can see it in your eyes,” he told her. 
“It's not that I’m unhappy, Dave. I—I'm troubled.” 
“Okay,” he said, leaning across the table, “I guess now 

we'd better start talking about you. Tell me how you've 
been doing.” 

Peggy gave him a capsule description of everything 
that had happened since she had arrived, leaving out 
only the two nights she had spent with Stan. When she 
had finished, he looked at her thoughtfully. 
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“This fellow, Stan,” he said. “Is he a good dancer?* 
“One of the best." 
“And you think this dance team idea will work out?" 
“I’m sure of it," Peggy said confidently. 
“Well, then I’d say you were well on your way." He 

rubbed his chin. * You wrote me only once, you know, 
and IVe been meaning to answer you but couldn’t get 
around to it. So this is the first chance IVe had to get the 
full story of how you’ve been doing. I’d say you were 
doing fine, Peggy-just fine." 

“You mean that, Dave?" 
“Hell, yes." 

“I haven’t done any dancing yet, you know. I mean, I 
haven’t worked professionally.” 

“That will come in time.” 

“How long, Dave?" Peggy looked at him earnestly. 
“How long will it take?" 

“I can’t answer that. No one could answer that for you— 
and you know it, Peggy." 

“Did I do the right thing, Dave?" 
“What do you mean?" 

“I mean—that bit with Mel Crandall." 
“Well, you just told me your friend Lois didn’t make 

out so well with him." 

“But suppose she had, Dave. Just suppose she had 
been able to get the part through MeL” 

A frown appeared on Dave’s face. “What are you driv¬ 
ing at, Peggy? Let’s get right to the point." 

She took a deep breath. ‘The point is I need your ad¬ 
vice, Dave." 

“What sort of advice?" 

“Ernie—and Stan, too—intimated that I was foolish to 
turn Mel down. The feeling seems to be that a girl can't 
sit back and wait for the breaks. She has to make the 
breaks herself, sometimes. And Ernie told me just a little 
while ago that the day may come when I’ll find myself 
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willing to sleep with anyone in order to get a chance at 

a part. Is he right?” 
Dave pursed his lips. “Well, Peggy,” he said finally, 

“I don't know what to tell you. Back in the old days, 
when my friend Herb Baker had the agency, I would 
have known what to say. But Broadway has changed. 
Things are a little different now, and there s even more 
competition than there used to be/’ He shook his head. 
“I can't advise you. There are some women-always 
have been—who'll do this sort of thing to get ahead. 
How necessary it is, I have no way of knowing. He 
looked at her unhappily. “It's a decision you’ll have to 
make yourself, Peggy. When the time comes, you 11 know 
what to do. All I can tell you is to keep working hard— 
and try not to let anyone take advantage of you." He 
lowered his head. “I'm sorry I can't really help you/' 

Peggy knew that Dave was being absolutely honest 

with her. 
She reached across the table and touched his hand. 

“Thanks, Dave," she said softly. 
“For what? I haven't been able to help you.” 
“You've helped me," she told him, “in a way you don’t 

realize. You’ve helped me face the fact that I have to 
make my own decisions. But I’ve got a bone to pick 

with you." 
“I've done something wrong?" 
“You haven't said a word about Bob Hamilton." 
He glanced at his watch. “What about him?" 
“Well—how is he? What is he doing now?" 
He looked past her and smiled. “Why don't you ask 

him yourself?" 
Peggy turned in the direction of his gaze, and froze. 
Bob was coming toward them. 
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PEGGY remained motionless in the chair, watching Bob 
winding his way among the tables. 

When he reached her, he looked down with a faint 
smile creasing the comers of his mouth. “Hello, Peggy.” 

She swallowed hard, and found her voice. “Where did 
you come from?” 

“Is that a way to greet an old friend?” 
“I just didn’t expect to see you, Bob. It’s such a 

shock.” 
“Well,” Dave said, rising from the table and signaling 

to the waitress for the check, “while you recover from the 
shock, I’ll be on my way. I’ve got a lot of business to 
take care of this afternoon.” 

“I’ll see you again, wont I?” Peggy asked. “How long 
will you be in the city?” 

The waitress brought the check. Dave paid her and 
told her to keep the change. “I’ll see you again before I 
leave,” he said to Peggy. 

“Do you have my home phone number?” 
Dave nodded. “You sent it to me in the letter, remem¬ 

ber?” He walked briskly away. 
Bob sat down. 
“Over the shock yet?” he asked, smiling. 
“Just about. What are you doing in the city?” 
“It’s a long story. Do you have some time this after¬ 

noon?” 

She looked at her watch. “I’ve already taken more 
than my lunch hour.” 
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Bob frowned. "Well, I don’t want to get you in trouble 
with your boss—” 

Peggy made an impulsive decision. “Wait for me,’ she 

said. Til be right back.” 
“I’ll be at the cashier’s counter,” he said. 
“Fine. Just wait for me.” 
She hurried toward an empty phone booth in a cor¬ 

ner of the restaurant. She slipped inside, dropped a dime 

into the slot and dialed. 
Ernie answered promptly. 
“Ernie, this is Peggy.” 
"What is it, baby?” 
“I’d like the afternoon off, Ernie. I’m with an old friend 

from Connecticut.” 
“An old friend?” 
“I met Dave Famum for lunch,” Peggy said quickly. 

“You remember me telling you about him, don’t you?” 
There was no point in mentioning Bob, Peggy decided, 
since Emie knew nothing about him. 

“Dave Famum? Sure, I remember. He’s the one who 
wrote that letter of introduction to Herb Baker.” 

“Yes—that’s him.” 
There was a short pause, then Emie said, “Okay, baby. 

The afternoon is yours. Things are slow around here, 

anyway.” 
“Thanks, Emie.” 
She hurried to Bob’s side. 
“I’ve got the afternoon off,” she told him. 
His face broke into a broad smile as he took her by 

the arm and led her into the street 
“Let’s walk a little,” he said. 
Peggy nodded and fell into step beside him. She no¬ 

ticed that he had dropped her arm as soon as they 

were outside. • 
“How have you been. Bob?” 
“Pretty fair, I guess. And you?” 
“All right.” 
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“Dave told me about your letter,” Bob said. “You’re 
working for some agency now—is that right?” 

“Yes—a theatrical agency.” 
They were walking uptown. 
“Let’s go to Central Park,” Peggy suggested. 
Bob nodded. “Do you like your job?” 
“Yes. It’s fine,” Peggy said, suddenly realizing how awk¬ 

ward she felt, making conversation with Bob. They were 
like two strangers trying to be polite to one another. 

“Doing any dancing?” 
“Not for money, so far. Just practicing at home in the 

evenings.” 
“Oh,” he said. 
“But that will change soon,” Peggy said defensively. 

“I’m teaming up with one of the boys who lives in our 
building.” 

“Teaming up?” 
“And Ernie Kastle—he’s the agent I work for—he said 

he’ll get us bookings, if we’re any good.” 
“I’m sure you will be,” Bob said hastily. 
They said no more until they reached the park. Bob 

bought two bags of peanuts from a vendor. They found 
an empty bench and began feeding the peanuts to pi¬ 
geons that flocked around the bench the moment Peggy 
tossed out the first handful. 

“Give me the scoop,” Bob said. “Your letter told me 
very little.” 

As she had with Dave, Peggy told Bob all about her 
new life, keeping to herself only the incident with Mel 
and, of course, the two nights with Stan. She remembered 
that she had told Dave about Mel, but she was certain 
that Dave would not repeat the story to Bob. 

“So you and this Stan are forming a dance team,” Bob 
said, when Peggy had finished. 

“That’s right. He’s a fine performer. As a matter of fact, 
he’s free tonight and I promised to rehearse with him.” 

Bob’s face fell a little, but he said nothing. 
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“What about you. Bob? What have you been doing? 
How come you're in New York?” 

“Well, you might call this a short vacation. When I 
found out Dave was coming in, I asked if I could join 
him.” 

“Are you going back with him?” 
“Maybe—that depends.” 
“Depends on what?” Peggy asked. 
“You,” Bob said. “It was no accident that I met you 

and Dave in the restaurant today, you know. Dave told 
me he'd be there with you.” 

“I gathered that,” Peggy said. “But what do I have to 
do with how long you stay in New York?” 

“Well, let me put it this way. If you had refused to 
talk to me or have anything to do with me in that res¬ 
taurant, I'd probably have walked out with Dave. I 
wouldn't have blamed you had you felt bitter—after what 
I did to you back home.” 

“Forget it,” Peggy said. “That’s all in the past ” 
“Have you forgotten it, Peggy?” 
“Well, I'm here with you now, aren't I?” 
“That doesn't answer my question.” 
Peggy threw the last of her peanuts to the pigeons and 

took Bob's bag from him. “No—I haven't forgotten the 
way you behaved. I've been trying to, but I still remem¬ 
ber. I still think about it sometimes.” 

“And about me, too?” 
She looked at him and decided to be honest. “Yes— 

about you, too ” 
“I've wanted to come to you ever since you left, 

Peggy.” 
“Why didn’t you?” 
“I didn't think I had the right. I had hurt you. I had 

behaved like a weak fool—and I hadn’t done anything to 
make up for it.” 

“And now?” Peggy asked, tossing more peanuts to the 
pigeons. 



122 THE CASTING COUCH 

“Now I think I have the right to speak to you, to tell 
you how sorry I am for the way I behaved because—** 
he took a deep breath—“because I’ve had it out with my 
father, Peggy.” 

She looked at him but said nothing, waiting for him to 
continue. 

“I talked to him, Peggy. I tried to get him to change his 
mind about you. I argued with him for days. But it 
didn't do much good. The only thing I could get him to 
admit was that you showed good character when you left 
town and refused to take his money.” 

“Well, that’s nice of him,” Peggy said dryly. 
“He’s a hard man, Peggy. He just can’t be moved.” 
“Did you read those reports on me, Bob?” 
“No. My father gave them to me but I tore them up. 

I told him I had no wish to pry into your affairs, that I 
didn’t care about what had happened in the past. I told 
him I cared only about the way you were now. That was 
all that mattered to me, and I tried to make him see it” 

“And what was his response?” 
A wry expression crossed Bob’s face. “He laughed at 

me. He said he could always get other copies of the re¬ 
ports, so my ripping them up didn’t mean a thing.” 

“Well, I guess that's that,” Peggy said. She threw away 
the last of the peanuts and crumpled the paper bag. 

“Not quite,” Bob said. 
Peggy turned to him. “Oh?” 
“My father said he’d stick to his threat. If you ever re¬ 

turn home, he'll see to it that the contents of those re¬ 
ports are spread around town.” 

Peggy nodded. “That figures.” 
“I don’t know what to do now, Peggy,” Bob said earn¬ 

estly. “I don’t want to see you hurt by my father—but 
there’s no way I can stop him from spreading that dirt 
about you.” 

“Well,” Peggy said, “were right back where we were 
when I left town.” 
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“No. It's different now,” Bob said forcefully. 
“In what way?” 
“Look, Peggy... I wanted a chance to see you, to talk 

to you—and also a chance to get away from him and 
think things out. I told my father that if he insists you 
keep away from home, then I would go to you, wherever 
you were, and never come back.” 

The words thrilled Peggy. At last Bob was behaving 
like a man. “And that’s your decision? Are you going to 
leave home for good?” 

Bob licked his lips. “That’s why I came to New York,” 
he said in a low voice. “I had to see you and find 
out how things stood between us before I took any 
final step.” 

“You mean if I say that I want you back, you’ll leave 
home to be with me?” 

Bob nodded. 
“And if I don’t want you back, Bob—what then? Will 

you go back home and stay with your father and just 
ride along on his coat-tails?” 

“Well—I haven’t thought much about that.” 
“You mean you took it for granted I’d want you back?” 
“No,” he assured her. “That’s why I’m here, I told you. 

I want to find out. Besides, I—well, Peggy, I have some¬ 
thing to tell you, something important” 

“Like what?” 
The lines of his face hardened. “I know for sure now 

how I feel about you.” 
“Didn’t you know before?” 
“I knew,” he said firmly. “But I didn’t let myself think 

about it too much. I was afraid—afraid to commit myself. 
But I’m not afraid now.” 

Peggy felt her breath catch in her throat. 
“I love you, Peggy,” Bob said with conviction. 
She stared at him, her heart pounding. Then she low¬ 

ered her gaze and stared at the ground. 

_ 
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“I love you,” Bob repeated, his voice softer now. “I 
don’t want to be without you.” 

She could not look at him. 
“Peggy?” 
She continued to stare at the ground. 
“Did you hear what I said?” 
She nodded. 
“Why don’t you answer me? What are you trying to 

do, make me suffer, make me beg, make me lose what 
little pride I have left?” 

She looked up at him at last. “No,” she said softly. 
“No—I’m not trying to make you beg. Bob. It’s just 
that I—I don’t know how to answer you.” 

Bob’s jaw tightened. “That means it’s all over, doesn’t 
it? You simply don’t know how to tell me without hurt¬ 
ing me. Well, don’t be afraid to hurt me.” 

“It’s not that,” Peggy said hastily. “It’s not that at all. 
I never said it was all over.” 

“Well, then, what do you mean? Why can’t you give 
me an answer, one way or the other?” 

Her eyes caressed his face—the familiar cleft in his 
chin, his glossy black hair, the strong line of his jaw. 
“I don’t know my own feelings, exactly,” she said. She 
looked into his eyes. No denying that there was still some¬ 
thing now dormant inside her, waiting to be re-awakened. 
She moistened her lips and said, “I don’t know what to 
tell you. Bob. I’m still hurt—maybe that’s it.” 

His face softened. “Poor Peggy,” he said. “I’ve come 
back into your life to mess things up again. You don't 
deserve that. Tell you what—” his expression definitely 
became relieved, as if postponing a decision took con¬ 
siderable strain off him—“Let’s not rush things. Let’s 
allow ourselves time to consider. Let’s not make any 
drastic move until you’re absolutely sure of how you feel 
toward me. Okayr^ 

She thought it over. He had told her he loved her, 
which was something she had wanted to hear him say 
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since the day she had met him. But now that he had final¬ 
ly said it, much had changed. She had left town in bitter¬ 
ness and anger. Bob had failed her when she had 
needed him most. All right, now he wanted to make 
it up to her; yet might it not be an injustice to Bob to 
tear him away from his father, from his heritage of 
wealth and position, especially if she had reservations 
about him? And of course, there was Stan to consider. 

She recalled acutely the pleasures of being with Stan, 
of dancing with him—yes, and sleeping with him. What 
had happened between her and Stan was not something 
to be brushed aside lightly. On the other hand, she 
could not brush aside what Bob had once meant to her 
—and might still mean to her. 

Bob was right. She would have to carefully consider 
matters. 

She smiled at him and said, “All right, Bob. We won’t 
rush our decisions.” 

He smiled and took her hand. The touch of his fingers 
unexpectedly released a flood of memories in her. She did 
not withdraw her hand. 

“I'd like to take you out tonight,” he said. “Let's do 
the town.” 

She hesitated. ‘'Well—” 
He snapped his fingers. “I forgot. You've got to re¬ 

hearse.” 
Peggy had completely forgotten about the rehearsal. 

“Gosh—that's right.” 
“Maybe we can make it another night,” Bob said. 
“We'll make it tonight,” Peggy said, suddenly deci¬ 

sive. “I'll call Stan and cancel the rehearsal.” As Bob’s 
face brightened, she rose from the bench. “Let's find a 
phone.” 

They left the park. Bob waited outside while Peggy 
went into a drugstore to call Stan. 

“Hi,” she said when Stan answered. 
“Peggy?” 
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"YouVe got other girls calling you?* she asked, try¬ 
ing to keep the conversation light and casuaL 

“By the dozen,* Stan said, playing along. 
She forced herself to chuckle. “Good. Then you can 

look up one of them tonight* 
“Huh?” 
“I was only teasing* she said hastily. “But Stan, I 

wont be able to make practice with you tonight* 
“Why not?” 
“Well, remember my telling you about Dave Famum 

in Connecticut?* 
“Yes* 
“Hes in town* Peggy had not mentioned Bob to Ernie, 

and now she did not mention him to Stan. “Dave came in 
unexpectedly,* Peggy said. “It wouldn’t be right not to 
spend a little time with him.* 

“Sure—enjoy yourself,” Stan said. “Have a ball gossip¬ 
ing about the old home town* 

“I will ” Peggy said. “See you tomorrow?* 
“You bet. 'Bye* 
Peggy hung up, left the phone booth, and joined Bob 

outside the drugstore. “Its all set. I’m free for the eve¬ 
ning." 

He smiled at her as she linked her arm in his. 
“This is like old times,” he said happily. 
Peggy smiled but said nothing. She breathed deeply of 

tie spring air. It was not Connecticut air, but it held a 
promise of excitement 

She closed her eyes for a moment as they walked along, 
and resolutely forced her mind clear of all worries and 
preoccupations. She was with Bob now and, as he had 
said, it was like old times. 

She opened her eyes and laughed. “Let’s have a ball,* 
she said. 
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THEY started the evening with dinner at one of the most 
expensive restaurants on the East Side. From there they 
went to one night club after another. At each spot they 
drank just enough to keep themselves in a rosy glow. 

Peggy found herself throwing her head back and 
laughing with complete abandon. She had not laughed 
liked this in so long that it came as a surprise to her 
that she could still do it. 

They danced in every club they went to, and Peggy 
enjoyed skimming over the floor in Bob’s arms. She 
had forgotten how much fun it was to dance with him. 
This was not professional dancing. This was just ordinary 
ballroom dancing, the kind young people enjoyed, the 
kind of dancing she and Bob had always done so well 
together. 

And then, afterward, they took a quiet ride through 
Central Park in a hansom. Peggy leaned back in Bobs 
arms and looked up at the stars and closed her eyes only 
when Bob kissed her. He kissed her many times, and she 
kept looking at the stars between the many kisses. 

Later they had doughnuts in an all-night coffee shop. 
Then they rode to Bobs hotel. Peggy took a few extra 
minutes in the cab to wipe the lipstick from Bob's face, 
smiling at him as she did so, and to repaint her own lips. 
Inspecting herself in the small mirror of her compact, she 
wondered at the happiness she saw in her eyes. The cab 
driver waited patiently, smiling with the indulgence of 
an old man in the presence of young love. 
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They rode up in the elevator, smiling secretly at each 
other. Bob had told her earlier that he had tried to get 
Dave to stay at the same hotel with him, had even of¬ 
fered to pay for Dave's room; but Dave had refused, say¬ 
ing he preferred to stay within his means at a cheaper 
hotel downtown. Now Peggy giggled understandingly 
as Bob whispered in the elevator that he was glad that 
Dave had stayed in another hotel after all. 

In his room, Bob took her into his arms and kissed her 
with such burning intensity that her knees went weak. 
She collapsed to the bed. Bob sat down beside her and 
kissed her again. Her entire body felt weak now. She lay 
back on the pillows. He began to undress her and she 
laughed at the way his fingers fumbled with the mys¬ 
terious snaps and zippers of her clothing. He laughed 
with her, kissing her as he removed each garment. 

Moments later, the lights were out and they lay snug¬ 
gled under the covers. There was no more laughing. 
Now there were only kisses and deep sighs as Bob’s 
hands caressed her body, his fingers evoking memories 
of past joys. 

She pressed against him longingly, bumingly eager to 
retaste the sensations they had once shared. She clutched 
him to her, her body thrilling to the touch of his prob¬ 
ing hands. 

Her excitement mounted unbearably. She moved 
against him with increasing abandon, moaning softly as 
she tried to prolong the sweetness of each moment, feel¬ 
ing the muscles of her back and thighs tighten convul¬ 
sively. A great tide of warmth rose up in her, engulfing 
her, carrying her to heights of unbelievable sensation. 

Then it was over. The sweet joy slowly subsided until 
finally she felt a wonderful drowsiness pervading every 
pore of her body. She felt herself slipping off to sleep 
and curled up against him, seeking the security of his 
arms. 

She fell asleep with a smile on her lips. 



129 THE CASTING COUCH 

Peggy awakened once in the darkness and found her¬ 
self still in Bob's arms. She closed her eyes contentedly 
and fell fast asleep again. 

When she awoke a second time, the darkness was just 
beginning to leave the sky. She knew that she could not 
stay. She remembered what she had told Ernie and Stan. 
They thought she was out with Dave, and if she ap¬ 
peared at the office at nine as usual, Ernie would not 
know the difference. But if she did not show up at the 
apartment until after work, Lois would suspect she had 
slept with some man, and then Stan would find out, too, 
which would mean she would have too much explaining 

to do. 
Reluctantly, she left the warm bed and started to 

dress. Bob woke up just as she was slipping into her 

shoes. 
“What is it?” he whispered. “What's the matter?” 
“I have to go back to my apartment,” she explained 

hurriedly. “I don't want my roommate to think—well.. 

Her voice trailed off. 
“Does it make that much difference?” he asked in a 

strained tone. 
“I don't want her to get any ideas about me, Bob. 

Please understand.” 
“All right,” he said, regretfully. “Wait for me, and 111 

see you home.” He started to get out of bed. 
“You stay here,” Peggy ordered, pushing him back. 

“I’ll get a cab downstairs. It's better if I go home alone.” 
“All right, Peggy. Whatever you say. She kissed him 

and finished dressing. But when she went over to the 
bed to say goodbye, he complained, “I still don't feel 
right about this.” 

She silenced him with a kiss. “Call me at the office 
later,” she said, her mouth close to his. 

“I will,” he promised. 
She started for the door. 
“Peggy-” 
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She turned to him. 
“Thanks,” he said simply. 
She smiled at him. “It meant a lot to me, too, Bob,” 

she said. 
Then she turned and hurried off. 
Dawn was breaking as the taxi deposited her in front 

of her building. She paid the driver and rushed up the 
stairs. Quietly she opened the apartment door. Lois was 
fast asleep. 

Peggy breathed a sigh of thanks. She undressed quick¬ 
ly, set the alarm, and crawled into her bed. Lois had 
not stirred. 

Peggy closed her eyes, but knew she would not be 
able to sleep. Her mind was too active now, her heart 
was too full. She would just lie there quietly until the 
alarm went off, she told herself. And thats what she did. 
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A WEEK later, Stan and Peggy were rehearsing their 
routines in the apartment, trying to perfect the figures, 
while Lois sat on the couch and watched. 

Stan stopped in the middle of a step and turned 
off the record player. 

“You missed a beat there,” he said, exasperated. 
‘Tm sorry,” Peggy said. 
Stan started the record once more from the be¬ 

ginning. 
They began to dance again but Peggy had difficulty 

concentrating. Her movements were automatic and she 
knew that Stan and Lois were quite aware of it 

Lois was smiling faintly, obviously enjoying seeing 
Peggy spoil the routine. In fact, Lois had been be¬ 
having antagonistically toward Peggy since the morn¬ 
ing she had crept back into the apartment after the 
night with Bob. 

Now the memory of that morning filled Peggy's 
mind as she danced. 

The alarm had gone off and Peggy had reached for 
it quickly, hoping that Lois would sleep through the 
noise as she usually did. But Lois had opened her 
eyes and had looked at Peggy sleepily and said, 
“Well, I see you got back.” Then she had yawned 
and closed her eyes again and Peggy had gratefully 
thought she had gone back to sleep. But then her eyes 
had opened again and Lois had asked, “Did you have 
a good time?” 
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Peggy had nodded. “Made the rounds most of the 
night. I got back at dawn." 

Lois had yawned again and said, “Ah, youth," and 
had then gone back to sleep. 

Later that same day, Stan had dropped by the of¬ 
fice to see Ernie and on the way out, he had stopped 
and talked to Peggy. He had teased her a little about 
having stayed out all night with an old man like Dave 
Famum, but she had seen in his eyes that he was 
troubled and suspicious. Lois obviously had told him 

what time Peggy had arrived home. 
Dave had gone back to Connecticut without having 

had time to stop at the office or the apartment, and so 
neither Lois nor Stan, nor Ernie either, had had a 
chance to talk to Dave—which meant that Peggy’s 
little deception should not have been discovered. How¬ 
ever, she had soon realized that she had not really 
succeeded in deceiving the others at all. 

Bob had dropped in at the office one afternoon when 
Lois was there. Peggy had introduced them and had 
then taken Bob in to meet Ernie. Soon after that, from 
the looks Ernie had given her and from the few re¬ 
marks that Stan had made, Peggy had realized that 
Lois had again been dropping hints. 

Peggy was certain now that Stan suspected her of 
having spent that night last week with Bob in his ho¬ 
tel room. 

Hurt and bewildered by the intensity of Lois’s jeal¬ 
ousy, Peggy knew that they would have to settle things 
soon or there would be no chanoe of making the 
dance team a success. 

She was thinking this now as the record ended. She 
and Stan finished the dance in each ether’s arms, and 
Peggy glanced at Lois, caught the fleeting expres¬ 
sion of bitterness in Lois’s eyes. 

The record player shut itself off. Stan stood in the 
center of the floor, breathing heavily and frowning. 
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“That wasn’t good,” he said bluntly. “That was no 

good at all. Were off somewhere.” 
“It’s my fault,” Peggy said. “I’m not with it Tired, 

maybe.” 
“Too much night life,” suggested Lois. 
Her expression was completely innocent, but Peggy 

guessed the girl’s intention. The remark had been meant 
to strengthen Stan’s suspicions, to make him think that 
Peggy had been running around with Bob. 

She had seen Bob during the week, of course—but 
only for a couple of lunch dates and a movie one eve¬ 
ning. The rest of the time she had spent either alone in 
her room when Stan was not free, or else practicing 

with him. 
“Lets try it again,” Peggy said. 
Stan grunted and went to the record player. They 

started the dance from the beginning. Halfway through, 
the doorbell rang and they stopped abruptly. 

Lois jumped up from the couch. “Oh, I forgot,” 

she exclaimed. 
“Forgot what?” Peggy asked. 
"Your boy friend. Bob, called while you were out. I 

told him you’d be rehearsing tonight, and I invited him 

up to watch.” 
Peggy, completely dumfounded, tried to control her 

panic. She would need all the poise she possessed to 
get through this crisis. 

The doorbell sounded again. 
“Well,” Stan said oheerfully, ‘let him in. I’d like to meet 

him.” 
Peggy walked to the door. 
Bob smiled at her and said, “Hi, Peggy. I called you 

earlier, and Lois said—” 
“I know,” Peggy interrupted. “Come in.” 
She swung the door wide open. Bob stepped into the 

apartment. 
“You’ve spoken to Lois,” Peggy said, introducing him. 
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“and this is Stan. Stan, this is Bob—a friend of mine 
from Connecticut.” 

The men gripped hands and nodded at each other. 
“I hope Im not interrupting anything,” Bob said. 

“Lois said it would be all right to come up and watch.” 
“Sure it's all right,” Stan said in an expansive, friendly 

tone. “Have a 9eat” 
“Sit by me/ Lois said, patting the place next to 

her on the couch. 
Stan went to the record player and started the same 

record over again. He faced Peggy and began to move 
to the music. Peggy hesitated only an instant, then 
picked up the beat and began to dance with him. 

Stans eyes held her steadily as they swung and 
swayed. Peggy felt uncomfortable and faltered a little. 
But she caught herself immediately and fell back into 
step. 

The flute began playing. It was time for the lifts. 
Stan raised her high off the floor and, as he lowered her, 
allowed his hand to slide up her leg, caressing her 
thigh. This was not part of the dance. Peggy glanced 
quickly at Bob who was watching them with an in¬ 
tent, frowning expression on his clean-shaven face. 

They came to the end of the dance, the place where 
they clung together and danced to the tom-tom beat. Stan 
moved close to her, closer than they had ever danced 
before. She tried to hold back a little, but he held her 
so tightly that her loins moved against his with each 
step she took. He looked down at her, his eyes bright, 
and they finished the dance locked together in the ut¬ 
most physical intimacy. 

They separated after the music stopped, and Peggy 
felt her face flush as she glanced at Bob. Bob looked 
from her to Stan without saying a word. 

“How’d you like that?” Stan asked. 
“Fine,” Bob said automatically, his eyes still on Peggy. 

“I thought it was just fine.” 
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“Well,” Lois said, getting up from the couch, “I 
have to go to work now.” She turned to Bob. “It's been 
nice seeing you again. I hope you'll drop by often. 

Bob nodded. 
Lois picked up her coat and purse, smiled at every¬ 

one, and left the apartment. 
“Let's run through it again,” Stan said to Peggy. He 

glanced at Bob. “Rehearsing is monotonous work. I 
hope it doesn't bore you.” 

“Not at all,” Bob said flatly. 
Stan started the music, and they went through the 

entire dance once more. He held her just as close this 
time, and when he touched her, he let his hands linger 
on her body much too long. Bob was not a dancer 
himself, but Peggy knew he had a good sense of 
rhythm and could see that Stan was losing his beat a 
little by pressing his hands on her too enthusiasti¬ 
cally. He was not paying enough attention to his feet. 

She tried to ignore what Stan was doing, tried to 
keep her mind on the dance, but she could not. Stan 
was clearly using the occasion to show Bob that he 
and Peggy were more than mere dance partners—and 
the idea was getting through to Bob. 

The record ended. Stan held her for a moment longer 
than necessary pressing her body close to his. She pulled 
away from him, annoyed, and Stan smiled. 

“One more time should do it,” he said lightly, and 
started the record once more. 

Peggy was full of trepidation as they began to dance 
again. And Stan's behavior was even more flagrant this 
time. He actually made love to her as they danced, hold¬ 
ing her, caressing her buttocks, touching her breasts at 
times. And, when they reached the last few bars, he 
once again drew her close to him, forcing her to press her 
thighs to his by embracing her with his hands low on her 
back. The position was awkward and Peggy had difficulty 
keeping in step with the music. 



136 THE CASTING COUCH 

The beat faded away as they continued to cling. 
Peggy thought the record would never end. When it fi¬ 
nally did, she pulled away indignantly from Stan. He 
looked at her, breathing heavily, his face flushed, his 
eyes shining with a mocking glint 

“Well, that should do it for tonight,” he said, and 
added the final touch by giving her an affectionate pat 
on the backside. 

Bob’s face contorted. He jumped up from the couch, 
but Stan calmly turned to him with hand extended. 
“Been nice meeting you, Bob. Ill leave you two alone 
now. Got some things to take care of at my place.” 

Bob shook hands perfunctorily, but said nothing. 
Stan smiled at both and walked out, closing the door 
behind him. 

Peggy tried to look at Bob but found herself un¬ 
able to meet his eyes. She turned away and picked up 
a towel draped over a chair. She mopped her face 
and then placed the towel around her neck. 

“What was the idea of all that?” Bob asked in a 
strained voice. 

“All what?” 

“Come on, Peggy. I*ve seen enough dance rehear¬ 
sals back in Connecticut to know this was more than 
a practice session. What's going on between you two? 
He was feeling you up and working his body against 
yours like a man in bed with a woman.” 

Peggy slmigged, trying to make light of what had 
happened. “That's the type of dance it is. It's supposed 
to tease the audience a little.” 

“Maybe,” Bob growled. “But the look on that guy’s 
face wasn t part of the dance. He was really enjoying 
himself. I don't like that!” 

Unreasonable anger flamed up in her. “Oh, so you 
don't like it? You think it was too sexy, is that right?” 

“I certainly do.” 
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“And your small-town mind is imagining all sorts of 

evil things—isn't it?” 
He answered heatedly, “You know me better than 

that” 
“Do I?” she said. “Sometimes I think I don’t know 

you at all/’ Her anger had taken full control of her 
now. 

“What’s the matter with you, Peggy?” Bob said, his 
voice harsh. “You got a crush on this guy? You looked 
as if you were enjoying that necking party as much 

as he was.” 
“Sure,” she said sarcastically. “Peggy the little sex- 

pot, always running up against some man or other. 
Just can’t control herself.” She ran to the door and 
yanked it open. “You get out of here now. I’ve had 
quite enough of you and your filthy mind.” 

Bob stared unbelievingly. 
“Get out!” she shouted, not caring that her voice car¬ 

ried through the open door and into the hall. “Get 

out and leave me alone!” 
Bob stalked through the doorway and rushed down 

the stairs. 
Peggy slammed the door shut. Her legs began to 

tremble. She crossed the room unsteadily and sank down 
on the couch, hugging herself tightly in an attempt 
to stop her body from shaking. 

Moments later, there was a knock on the door. She 
looked up but said nothing. 

The knock came again. 
“Go away,” she called out. 
The knob turned and the door opened. Peggy real¬ 

ized too late that it had been off the latch. 
Stan came into the room and closed the door quietly. 

He walked over to her and stood looking down at her. 
“What happened?” he asked. “I heard you yelling at 

Bob.” 
“Nothing happened,” she snapped. 
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“Did he—I mean, was he making himself unpleasant?** 
She laughed shortly. “Don't be silly” 
“Axe you sure you're all right,” Stan persisted. 
She got to her feet and faced him. “What was the 

idea of that exhibition?” she shrilled. “What did you 
think you were doing?” 

His gaze fell. “I'm sorry,” he mumbled. 
“You're sorry! Is that all you've got to say?” She 

clenched her fists. “What got into you, Stan? What 
were you trying to do?” 

He looked at her then. “Nothing,” he said. Tm sorry if 
I upset you.” 

WVell—you sure did upset me. You upset Bob, too” 
“I was a little upset myself,” he said. 
“What about?” 

Stan bit his lip and looked at her with a pained 
expression in his eyes. 

“What upset you?” Peggy asked again. 
“Your dancing,” he said. 
“My dancing?” 

“Yes. You've been—well, your dancing hasn't been 
too good all week. I’ve been worried.” He looked at 
her earnestly. “This dance team is important to me, Peg¬ 
gy. We can’t let anything foul it up.” 

“I know that. It’s important to me, too,” she said. 
“Well, lately you haven’t been acting as if it was. 

I guess that’s why I did what I did. I was—well, I guess 
I was trying to get you to keep your mind on me and 
on the dance.” 

“Where did you think my mind was, Stan?” 
He shrugged and looked away from her. Peggy knew 

now why he had behaved as he had. The presence of 
Bob in the room, coupled with the hints Lois had been 
dropping all week, had stirred up his jealousy. And 
he had vented his feelings in the way that came most 
naturally to him—through dancing. 

Her heart lurched at the thought of this, and she 
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reached out and touched Stan’s arm. He had been right 
to fight back, to fight for her, and for the success of his 

dance act. 
“Don’t worry about the dancing,” she said softly. 

“We’ll make out fine, you’ll see.” 
There was a look of doubt and misery in his eyes. “I 

hope so,” he said. 
“That’s no way to talk,” Peggy returned brightly, her 

anger gone. 
“I can’t help the feeling, lately, that we’re not go¬ 

ing to make it. We haven’t been dancing well together 
this week-and that could be the beginning of the 

end.” 
“The end of what?” 
“The dance team—you and me.” 
“Nonsense,” she said quickly. 
“Let’s not talk about it any more,” he said, turn¬ 

ing to leave. “See you tomorrow.” He opened the door 

and walked out 
Peggy sat down on the couch, her mind racing, ex¬ 

amining his remarks from all angles. Was this really 
the beginning of the end of their dance team? Had 
all their plans and dreams suddenly begun to go to 
pieces? And then there was Bob. He was furious with her 
now, and she was not at all sure of how she felt about 
him. She was not sure of her feelings toward Stan, either, 

she fully realized. 
Bob and Stan. 
She shook her head, trying to clear her mind. She 

would not think of either one of them now. She would 
not drive herself crazy trying to decide between them. 

Think about the dance team only, she told herself. 
Yes, that was the thing to do. The dance team. That 
was the only thing that really mattered now. She would 
show Stan that they could still make a success of the 
team. She would work tilings out. She would not let him 

down. 
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THE following morning, Ernie called her into his office 
and motioned to the chair beside his desk. 

Peggy sat down, unconsciously tucking in her legs, but 
for once Ernie paid no attention to them. 

“How’s the dance act coming?” he asked. 
“All right,” she said, surprised at the question. 
“You and Stan got any routines worked out yet?” 
She nodded. A tom-tom dance—and a couple of oth¬ 

ers.” 

“Tell me about the tom-tom bit.” 
She described the dance to him briefly. 
Ernie nodded. “Yeah, I guess that’ll do it,” he said. 
“Do what?” , 

“Give you two something to show at the audition.” 
Stunned, Peggy jumped to her feet. "An audition? For 

Stan and me?” 
"That’s right.*” 

Peggy caught her breath. "What’s the audition for?” 
she asked. 

Ernie smiled at her. Its for a Broadway show that’s 
about to go into rehearsal. They’re casting now.” 

A warning sounded in Peggy’s mind. "It’s not Mel 
Crandall again?” 

He shook his head, still smiling. 
"But it’s the same kind of a deal, isn’t it, Ernie?” 
He sighed, spread his hands. 
She started to leave the office. 
"Sit down,” he said. 
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She sat down and stared at him coldly. 
“At least get to the setup before you run out in a huff,” 

he said. 
Tm listening." 
“I haven't told Stan about this yet," Ernie said, 

“because there's no sense in building up his hopes for 
nothing." He paused to light a cigar. After puffing out a 
billowing cloud of blue smoke, he said, ‘1 got an in with 
the backers of this show, and also with the director. I'm 
not kidding you. They'll accept whoever I send, provided 
they can really dance. I've got two other teams I can 
recommend—but I'd rather give you and Stan a break." 

“Sure you would," Peggy said sarcastically. 
Ernie shrugged. “You don’t have to believe me if you 

don't want to. But this much is true—if you and Stan are 
any good, then the job is yours. All you have to do is go 
through the formality of an audition. Do you think you 
two can show enough with this tom-tom routine of 
yours?" 

“It would knock them out of their seatsshe swore. 
“Then the thing is just about in the bag for you," 

Ernie said. “And I might add that fairly fat roles are 
built into the show for the dance couple. You'll make 
a name for yourselves." He waved the cigar at her. “It's 
all up to you, Peggy. You can make it or break it, not 
only for yourself, but for Stan." 

Peggy shifted in her chair. Ernie had put her on the 
spot. This was not a decision that affected just her own 
career. Stan was involved, too. Did she now have the 
right to let him down after they had worked so hard 
together to perfect their act? She wanted desperately to 
talk over the matter with Stan, to get his advice, but she 
knew she could not shift the burden to him, could not 
force him to make a decision that had to be hers alone. 
She could not allow him to take the responsibility of 
sending her to bed with another man. No, the decision 
had to be her own—as Dave had warned her. 
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Ernie sat patiently behind the desk, smoking calmly 
while Peggy considered the possibilities. She remembered 
the night before—Stan dancing with her as he had, 
Bob storming angrily from the apartment, Stan talking 
to her afterward. She could still recall the expression of 
doubt and misery in Stan's eyes when he had told her 
that he did not think they were going to make it as a 
team. And she remembered her promise to herself to 
think only of the dance team from then on, to find a way 
to show Stan that they could make the grade. 

And Ernie was now showing her that way. 
She sighed, accepting her fate. There was no way out 

for her. If she refused, she would be tampering with 
Stan’s future, would be letting him down. The sacrifice 
would have to be hers. 

She remembered Dave telling her that she would know 
what to do when this time came. She realized now what 
he had meant. She knew now what she had to do. The 
fact that she did not want to prostitute herself was 
secondary. That was why Dave had been so unhappy 
when they had talked about this. He had known that 
such a situation would eventually arise and he had tried 
to prepare her for it. 

She straightened up in the chair. 
“All right," she said, her voice tense. 
Ernie plucked the cigar from his mouth. “That's my 

girl," he said. 
“You're positive this is a sure thing, Ernie?" 
“I’m fairly positive. Nothing is sure on Broadway. 

But if you and Stan are any good, then the job should be 
yours." 

“We re good,” she said simply. 
“Then that’s it,” Ernie said. 

She regarded him coolly. “Whom do I have to sleep 
with, one of the backers of the show?" Her voice trem¬ 
bled in spite of her effort to sound calm and matter-of- 
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fact. This was now strictly business. Emotion must not 
enter into it 

Ernie shook his head. “These backers are not the 

v type/' 
“The producer?" she asked. 
“He's got grandchildren and he's too old to stand the 

strain." 
“The director?" 
Ernie laughed. “He's one of those—you know, he doesn't 

like women.” 
“Well, who then?" 
Ernie smiled at her. “The agent" 
She stared at him incredulously. “You?" 
He nodded. “Little old me." 
Peggy felt the color drain from her face. 
He laughed. “Come on now, baby. I'm not that repul¬ 

sive." 
Peggy's mind reeled. Ernie had finally found the way to 

get to her. She had been an unattainable woman to him, 
one who would not sell herself for a job, and now 
that he had finally forced her to give in, he wanted her 
for himself. She looked at him and shuddered. It was not 
that he was physically repulsive, as he had just pointed 
out; but the thought of sleeping with him disgusted her 
nevertheless. Why should he win this battle of the sexes? 
Why did she have to be the loser—tricked, coerced, and 
beaten by a sharp operator with the morals of a timber 
wolf? 

“Backing out?” Ernie asked, his eyes narrowing. 
Peggy thought quickly. He had told her that the job 

was in the bag. And a moment ago she had been ready 
to make the sacrifice. Why should it be any different 
now? She had been willing to go to bed with a complete 
stranger. Why should knowing the man make any differ¬ 
ence to her? Once she had the part, she would no longer 
have to work in the same office with him. She would be 
rid of them then, except for conferences concerning fu- 
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ture bookings—and she could let Stan handle those. 
The hell with pride. She would be more a winner than 

a loser if she went through with the deal. 
“All right,” she said in a low voice. “But only for one 

night. No more than that.” 
“Thats all I want,” he said earnestly, and Peggy knew 

that he was telling the truth. Once he had taken her, he 
would have no more interest in her, for then she would 
no longer be unattainable. 

“When?” she asked. 
“This evening.” (“And the audition?” 

'y !^1TJ set it up for tomorrow afternoon. Is that soon 
enough for you?” 

Peggy nodded. 
“itypia want me to tell Stan?” he asked. 
*Abtfut what?” 
“About the audition, of course. You didn’t think I was 

going to tell him about our little private arrangement, 
did you?” 

“Tell him tomorrow,” she said, “after you’ve set it 
up and it's sure.” 

“Will do,” Ernie said, puffing contentedly at his cigar. 
“Now, why don’t you take the rest of the day off? I’ll ex¬ 
pect you at my place at eight-thirty tonight.” 

Til be there,” Peggy said. She rose stiffly from the 
chair and left the office. 

As she closed the door behind her, Peggy looked at 
her watch. It was a little after ten. 

This time tomorrow, she told herself. By this time 
tomorrow, it will all be over. 



20 
PEGGY paused outside Ernie’s door. She reached out 
tentatively toward the bell, then drew back her hand. 
The moment was here and there was no sense in putting 
it off any longer, she told herself. Yet still she hesitated. 

Bob’s face flashed into her mind. She remembered 
how contrite he had sounded over the phone that after¬ 
noon when he had called to apologize. She had accepted 
the apology, but had refused to see him tonight. He had 
been hurt by the refusal, probably assuming that she 
was going to be with Stan. She had not known what ex¬ 
cuse to give Bob. She had had no desire to invent a lie, 
and so she had let the matter rest. 

The whole affair was so ironic, she thought. Bob 
thought she was with Stan, and Stan—when she had 
told him that she would not be able to rehearse that 
night—had assumed she would be with Bob. 

What a mess, she thought. And it might be even worse 
tomorrow. Stan would know she had been out all night, 
and her only hope lay in the fact that the audition would 
take his mind off her disappearance this evening. 

She looked at Ernie's closed door and imagined him 
waiting inside for her. At least with Mel, he had not 
come right out and discussed what she had to do, and' 
Mel himself had handled the situation as tactfully as he 
could under the circumstances. They had all played a 
kind of game, but it had been no game with Ernie. 
He had chosen the most humiliating way to get her to 
submit, discussing the proposition with her the way a 
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man would discuss price with a call girl. Maybe this 
was his way of getting lacks, just as he got a thrill from 
touching her or from watching her undress in the mirror. 

She closed her eyes and pressed the bell. When the 
door chimes sounded inside, she opened her eyes. The 
knob was being turned, and then die door opened and 
Ernie smiled at her. 

“You’re late,” he said. 

“I’m sorry,” Peggy said, stepping past him into the 
apartment. 

He closed the door. “It’s all right,” he said softly, stand¬ 
ing behind her. She felt his hand squeeze her shoulder 
as he removed her coat. “I don’t mind waiting for a girl 
like you.” 

She moved away from him and sat down on a stuffed 
chair in the living room. He tossed her coat on another 
chair and walked over and stood in front of her. He 
was wearing a smoking jacket over an open-necked shirt 

“What are you drinking?” he asked. 
“Nothing,” she said. 

“Better have a couple," Ernie said, smiling at her 
knowingly. “It will loosen you up.” 

She looked up at him and said, “All right. A rye high¬ 
ball, please.” 

“Coming right up." He walked to a liquor cabinet 
in the comer and started preparing drinks. “That’s a nice 
dress,” he called to her. “New one?” 

She looked down at the black dress she was wearing. 
“No,” she said. “It’s not new. I’ve just never worn it to the 
office.” 

“I like it," he said, bringing her drink to her. “I like the 
way it fits tight in the right places.” 

Peggy accepted the glass. He had made the highball 
strong. She choked on the first swallow. 

“Easy now,” he said. 

She set her glass on the table next to her chair. 
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“Maybe I shouldn't have made it so strong* Ernie said. 
“Don't want you getting drunk, you know/' 

She looked at the glass. Getting drunk was the one 
thing she did not want to do. Oh, it would help dull ev¬ 
erything for her, she knew, but it would also make her 
that much more helpless, and she definitely did not want 
to be in such a condition with Ernie. Better to be fully 
aware of everything he was doing than to give him the 
opportunity to take advantage of her while she was 

drunk. 
That was a laugh, she thought. Drunk or sober, he 

would still do what he wished with her. She picked up 

the glass and took a sip. 
“Come over here," Ernie said, sitting down on the 

couch. 
She got up from the chair, walked over to the couch 

and sat down. 
“Not so far away, baby* 
She moved closer to him. 
“That’s better,” he said. He emptied the glass in his 

hand, set it down. Then he slipped his arm about her 
shoulders. She stiffened momentarily, but then allowed 
him to pull her close to him. 

With his free hand, he touched her waist, his fingers 
playing with the belt of her dress. “You got to relax, 
baby,” he said soothingly. “If you don’t relax the evening 

will be no fun at all.” 
She took a deep breath and released it slowly. 
“That’s better,” Ernie said, his fingers deftly unfasten¬ 

ing her belt. 
She sat quietly as he played with the belt for a mo¬ 

ment and then pulled it loose. His hand dropped to her 
knee, his fingers curling around it lightly. He rested his 
hand there for a moment, then slowly pulled up her 
dress and uncovered her thighs. 

Peggy glanced at him as he drew in his breath sharply. 
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His eyes were bright with hunger as he looked down at 
her legs. 

She pulled away from him suddenly and got to her 
feet. “Let’s go into the bedroom, Ernie,” she said abrupt¬ 
ly, unable to bear the thought of him fondling her while 
she sat passively on the couch. At least in the bed they 
might get it over with quickly-and then he might sleep 
after that. 

“In a big rush, aren’t you?” 
She shrugged. 

He said, “Just want to get it over with, huh?” 
She shrugged again. 

“Well, we got all night, baby. Don’t rush things. We’ll 
make it to the bedroom in due time. Now come back 
here and sit down.” 

She stared at him, then again sat next to him on the 
couch. 

Lets see—where were we?” he said musingly. “Oh, 
yes. I remember. He slipped his arm around her, pull¬ 
ing her forward slightly so that his hand slid down her 
back to her hip. With his other hand, he slowly pulled 
up her dress as he had done before. 

She closed her eyes as he moved his hand up her 
thigh and squeezed gently. “Silky,” he said in a low 
voice. “Real silky, just like I knew they would be.” 

Peggy shuddered, but steeled herself for what was yet 
to come. Slowly, relishing every moment, Ernie began to 
undress her on the couch. The lights were bright in the 
room. His eyes were fixed on her body as if he were 
hypnotized. Her throat went dry and tight with humilia¬ 
tion, making it almost impossible for her to breathe. 

His hands were on her constantly, probing, squeezing, 
feeling every contour of her body. Yet he never kissed 
her, and she was grateful for that. He seemed to be con¬ 
tenting himself with the sight and touch of her body 
and, after a while, she began to think that they were all 
he wanted from her. Some men were like that, she knew, 
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their twisted desires demanding only the excitement of 
looking and touching but never going beyond that to 

culmination. 
“Stand up ” Ernie demanded suddenly. 
Peggy obeyed and stood naked in front of him. 

‘Turn around.” 
She turned slowly in a circle until she was facing him 

again. 
He got to his feet, smiling at her, and began to remove 

his smoking jacket. 
“Okay, baby,” he said. “Now well do it your way-in 

the bedroom.” 
He motioned her ahead of him. She walked toward 

the bedroom. There he flicked on the lights. 
“I like to see what Im doing at all times,” he said, 

removing his shirt. He pointed to the bed. “Be my guest. 
Peggy pulled down the covers and sat on the bed 

while he removed the rest of his clothes. She stared up at 
the ceiling, waiting for him, and now at last she knew 
what kind of man he was. He was a complete sensualist, 
a man who drank pleasure slowly, relishing every sensa¬ 

tion a woman's body could provide. 
She felt disgust rise up in her and she gagged, feeling 

suddenly sick. 
Then he came to the bed. His shadow fell across her 

as he leaned toward her. His face moved closer to hers, 
his eyes wide open and gleaming with excitement. 

He was about to kiss her when suddenly the thought 
of his lips on hers, of his body covering hers, made her 

cringe and she began to tremble. 
“Nol” she cried. 
She pressed her palms against his naked chest and 

pushed with all her strength. He lost his balance, top¬ 
pled over from the force of her push, falling beside her 

on the bed. 
She scrambled from the bed and got to her feet. He 
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raised himself on one elbow and looked at her in amaze¬ 
ment. 

Stay away from me,” she shot at him, her fingers 
curled into claws, her face twisted with revulsion. 

His face went pale. “All right," he said, “all right 
Don’t get excited. Take it easy. Just take it easy." 

Peggy turned and ran out. She found her clothes on 
the floor in the living room and hurriedly began to dress, 
her fingers trembling. Ernie came to the door. 

You re a fool,” he said in a hard, ugly voice. 
Peggy did not answer. She finished dressing, found 

her coat, and ran from the apartment without even tak¬ 
ing the time to close the door behind her. 

She heard the sound of the tom-tom record coming 
from inside her apartment. 

She straightened her clothing and fluffed up her hair, 
then inserted her key in the lock and opened the door. 

Stan and Lois were at the center of the floor, dancing 
to the music. They looked up at her and separated im¬ 
mediately. Stan went to the record player and turned 
it off. 

“What are you doing back so early?” he asked. 
Peggy stared at them. 

Stan licked his lips uneasily. “I asked Lois to re¬ 
hearse the dance with me,” he explained. “You said you 
couldn’t make it tonight, so I thought—” 

Lois stepped forward, cutting him off. "What is it, 
peggy? she asked. You look like a ghost. What’s 
wrong?” 

"I tried,” Peggy said to Stan. “I really tried to go 
through with it. I was doing it for you, for the dance 
team. Her voice caught in her throat and tears welled 
up in her eyes. I m sorry. I just couldn’t force myself 
to do it.” 

“Do what?” Stan asked. 
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Haltingly, she told them what had happened with 

Ernie. 
Stan’s eyes widened; his face turned red. You mean 

you had a chance like this and threw it away?” 
Peggy stared at him, astounded. 
Stans face was contorted with anger. “Just because 

you’re such a good little girl, we’ve got to lose our first 

big break. Do you realize what you’ve done?" 

Peggy was unable to speak. 
Stan turned from her in disgust and smacked his fist 

into his palm. “There must be a way, he muttered* 

“There must be a way.” 
He stopped suddenly and swung around to her. “You 

say you left Ernie in his apartment?’ 

Peggy nodded* 
Stan turned to Lois. “You know the dance pretty well. 

Want to team up with me?" 
“Sure,” Lois said. 
“You willing to take on Ernie to get the audition?" 

Stan asked. 
Lois paused, but it was only for a moment. “Yes," she 

said quickly. “But he wanted Peggy." 
“I know," Stan said, waving his hand. “And Peggy just 

left him, ran out on him at the crucial moment. Ernie 
must desperately need a girl right now. Get dressed and 
run over there. Don’t bother to call him—that would give 
him a chance to think it over. Just show up in person." 

“What will I tell him?" 
“The truth,” Stan said. “Tell him Peggy came back to 

the apartment and explained what had happened. Tell 
him you and I are teaming up now—and we want that 
audition. After that, just work on Ernie the right way, 
and you’ll have him eating out of your hand.” 

“Leave it to me," Lois said, and began stripping 
off her rehearsal clothes. “I know what old Ernie Ukes. 

I’ll handle him." 
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Stan smiled at her. Then he turned to Peggy and the 
smile left his face. “You still here?” he asked. 

Peggy stared at him, her mind numb with shock. 
“But—Stan! What of our—I mean, you and I—I thought 

that...” 

“That I couldn’t do without you? That you meant 
everything to me, or something?” He laughed. “Baby, 
you’re just a pretty girl to me, that’s all. Like any other 
pretty girl.” He peered at her. “I can tell by your face that 
you don’t believe it. All right. I’ll show you. Come here, 
Lois. I want to show Peggy—" 

Lois seemed to enjoy the idea. Giggling, stripped, as 
she was, she disposed herself on the couch and spread 
her legs. 

“Not that way,” Stan said. “Stand up. That’s right. 
Now bend over. I want to give Peggy a real show. I 
want to prove that a girl is just a girl to me...” 

Lois now was on her feet, but bent over. Her lithe 
breasts hung like overfilled udders; the high pink moons 
of her buttocks seemed to challenge and mock. She was 
still giggling. “Hurry up, Stan. I have to get to Ernie’s!” 

As Peggy watched, hypnotized by the sight, too utterly 
shocked to move, Stan went at Lois like a rutting bull. 
His hands seized the heavy, warm breasts. His loins 
powerfully engaged those quaking moons. Lois giggled. 
Stan roared with masculine pleasure and power as he 
pierced to the very womanhood of her. Peggy shook her¬ 
self out of her trance. Full of disgust, she turned and 
fled... 

After she had walked several blocks, Peggy stopped 
on a street comer and stood rigidly staring into space. 
The full import of what had happened was finally sink¬ 
ing in. She had tried to help Stan. She had really tried, 
but that had made no difference to him. He was con- 
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cemed only with the fact that she had failed, that she 
had not been able to go through with Ernie’s proposition. 

She thought back to the time when she had first met 
Stan and her mind swiftly covered their entire rela¬ 
tionship. Stan had wanted her, he had told her that; but 
he had never told her that he loved her. Only one man 
had ever told her that. And Stan, far less concerned for 
her than for the success of his dance team, had tried to 
break it up with that man—by giving a disgusting exhibi¬ 

tion of sexy dancing. 
Bob, she thought suddenly. Bob! 
A vacant cab was cruising the street. Peggy hailed it, 

climbed in, and gave the driver the name of Bob’s hotel. 
They were there in less than ten minutes. Peggy hur¬ 

ried through the lobby and into the elevator, and bit her 
lip impatiently until it stopped at Bob’s floor. She ran 
down the corridor and knocked at his door. 

The door opened, and Bob’s surprised face gaped out 

at her. 
“Peggy!” 
She brushed past him into the room and stopped 

abruptly when she noticed the open suitcase lying on 

his bed. 
Bob grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her 

around. "What’s eating you, Peggy? I can see something 

is wrong. Are you ill?” 
Tears were stinging her eyes. She fought them back 

and then, in a choked voice, told him all that had hap¬ 
pened, sparing nothing. 

His fingers tightened on her shoulders as she spoke, 

and his face went grim. 
When she had finished, he released her and said, 

"Peggy, Peggy—you should have known better than that. 
That’s not the way to get ahead in show business or any 
other business. You can’t reach the top by cutting comers 
and selling yourself—because success has no real value if 
you get it that way. You have to be strong enough to 
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shun help you can buy with your body. You have to 
make it on your own.” 

She pulled away from him, suddenly angry, and point¬ 
ed to the suitcase. “What do you know about being 
strong enough to do things on your own?” she blurted. 
“Aren't you packing right now to go home to your father? 
You've let your father dictate to you and make deci¬ 
sions for you all your life, so don't lecture me about being 
strong.” She began to sob, unable to control herself. “And 
I thought I was in love with you. How can anyone love 
a man who's so weak.” 

His hands were on her shoulders again. “You're right,” 
he said. “I am going home—but not for the reason you 
think. Look—'' He took a slip of paper from his pocket 
and held it up for her to see. “That's a deposit on a 
small apartment here. I was going back home to collect 
my personal belongings, and to tell my father that he 
can't keep me away from you any longer.” 

Peggy sniffled and looked up at him. He gave her his 
handkerchief and she dabbed at her eyes with it “You're 
really going to do that. Bob?" 

“That was my plan—but I've slightly changed it.” He 
leaned over and kissed her lightly. “First I’m going to 
get you a room at this hotel. Then, in the morning, we're 
going back to your place and pack your things.” 

“Pack my things!” 
“Don't interrupt,” he said sternly. “Tell me, do you still 

want to be a dancer?” 
She nodded firmly. “Yes-I still do.” 
“All right,” he said emphatically. “We'll pack your 

bags, and then you and I are going back to Connecticut 
Were going to face my father together and have it out 
with him once and for all.” 

“But, Bob-” 

He kissed her again, preventing her from saying any¬ 
thing more. “And then we're coming back to New York— 
to this little place I've put a deposit on—and were going 
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to live here and I’m going to do all I can to help you 
with your career. I have money in my own name-not 
much, but enough to keep us going for a while-and we’ll 

live on that until I can line up a job.” 
“We’ll live here?” Peggy asked. 
“Of course. And I want you to know one thing, Peggy. 

I’ve no objection to having a famous dancer for a 
wife.” He stroked her hair fondly. “How does that ar¬ 

rangement sound to you? 
Peggy looked up at him, her eyes again brimming with 

tears. „ 
“That sounds fine,” she said. “That sounds just fine. 

The End 
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This divorcee’s bedroom was her tTophy room. 

R-470F LISETTE by Val Munroe , . a 
She was the kind of blonde who could turn a tent show into a 

passion pit. 
R-471F MAN CRAZY by Rick Holmes 

Were they after excitement? Did they need the money. Or were 
they out to satisfy their own wild urges? A tale of two stfter, wtth 

the fervid blood that leads teen-agers mto trouble. 

B-472F NEGLECTED WIVES by Arthur Adlon 
Next to women scorned, wives neglected at bedtime are the most 

dangerous creatures on earth. 
B-473F THE WILD WANTS by A. J. Collins 

They had waited too long, and now their need was an av,d. even¬ 
ing hunger ... A book about people caught up in unbridled 

emotions. 
B-474F THE GOLDEN GIRLS by Ken Barry 

About a man bom on the wrong side of the tracks—fighting bis 
way up on the other sid^-to its wealth and its women . . . 

B-475F SECRET LUSTS by Louis Richard , ._, 
A novel of warped desires in high society—and the man who ripped 

the curtain from these secret sins! 
B-476 WIVES AND LOVERS by Louis Lorraine 

One found love in the arms of a stranger ... the other tn the 
arms of her husband’s best friend. And the same man wanted 

them both! __ _ , „ . 
THE BED AT THE TOP by Charles Beck 
She made a career of men and money—and slept her way to the 

B-477F 

B-478F 

B-479F 

TROUBLED TOWN by Carlton Gibbs 
A resdess wife, a teenage tramp, a willing playgirl, and a night 
dub hostess . . . They could cause trouble anywhere—especially 

when they were all fighting for the same playboy! 
SECOND-TIME WOMAN by Elaine Dorian 
Can the young divorcee return to a normal existence—or will she 
be fair game for all? 



T B-480F MEN ON HER MIND fey Matt Harding 
When A1 Lenhatt pictured the wealdiy young widow, he saw only 
dollars and bdcinis-and he planned to get his hands on both. 

BEHIND RESPECTABLE DOORS by Carlton Gibbs 
About four women who hid them night-time sins behind day-time 
respectability! 

THE ZIPPER GIRLS by Laura Hale 

How do girls really feel about showing their bodies? Here is a 
andoff!* pr°°es monves 6* exhibitionism—on stage 

FAITHFUL TO NONE by Pat Ammons 

showfollcs’ continuous attack on its moral 
standards. This bold novel reveals the shocking patterns of off- 
stage behavior! 

TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPECIAL LOW PRICES 
MAIL ORDER BLANK TODAYI 

I to 3 books—list price plus handling charge of 50 per copy. 4 to 7 books— 
5t price per copy. 8 or more—list price less quantity discount of 50 per copy. 
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BEACON-SIGNAL BOOKS, P.O. Box 2080 

Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y. 

Please send me the books encircled below. I enclose.. 

350 TITLES 
B-419B B-420B B-422 B-427B B-428B 

B-416Y 
400 TITLES 

B-429Y B-435Y B-441Y B-451Y 
B-417Y B-431Y B-436Y B-443Y 
B-421Y B-432Y B-437Y B444Y 
B-423Y B-433Y B-438Y B-447Y 

B-418F 
500 TITLES 

B446F B-457F B-466F B475F B-424F B-448F B-458F B-467F B476F 
B-425F B-449F B-459F B-468F B-477F B-426F B-450F B-460F B-469F B-478F B-430F B-452F B-461F B-470F B479F B-434F 
B-439F 

B453F 
B-454F 

B-462F 
B-463F 
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Sit On 
Couch, Baby...!" 
Peggy Raven was consumed with passion 
for the dance. Men, gazing at her incan¬ 
descent beauty and sinuous figure, were 
consumed with inordinate craving for her 
body *,* 

AND SHE USED THEM AS 
RUNGS ON THE LADDER 

TO THE BIG DREAM! 
Her first rung was Dave Farnum, director 
of the Little Theatre, whose “protege" she 
became while he groomed her for the big 
time-with advice and adoration,.. 

Her second rung was Ernie Kastle, talent 
peddler extraordinary, from whom she 
learned that with a little talent and a lot 
of loving she could go a long, long way... 

Her third rung was Stan Newkirk-wbo be-1 
came her graceful partner on stage and 
her grateful lover in bed»*4 

And finally, Bob Hamilton-debonair dil¬ 
ettante, devilish man-about-town, who 
became her financial angel in exchange 
for constant favors,... 

WHAT PRICE STARDOM-IF 
INNOCENCE IS L0ST-1F 
THE GLAMOROUS LIFE OF 
THE STAGE TURNS OUT TO 

BE A TAWDRY SHAM! 
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THE CASTING COUCH 
WHAT PRICE stardom! 



“Let’s Sit On 
The Couch, Baby...!” 

Peggy Raven was consumed with passion 
for the dance. Men, gazing at her incan¬ 
descent beauty and sinuous figure, were 
consumed with inordinate craving for her 
body., • 

AND SHE USED THEM AS 
RUNGS ON THE LADDER 

TO THE BIG DREAM! 
Her first rung was Dave Farnum, director 

of the Little Theatre, whose “protege" she f 
became while he groomed her for the big 
time—with advice and adoration... 

Her second rung was Ernie Kastle, talent 
peddler extraordinary, from whom she I* 
learned that with a little talent and a lot j 
of loving she could go a long, long way... 

Her third rung was Stan Newkirk-wbo be¬ 
came her graceful partner on stage and 
her grateful lover in bed.,. 

And finally, Bob Hamilton-debonair dil¬ 

ettante, devilish man-about-townf who 
became her financial angel in exchange 
for constant favors. 

WHAT PRICE STARDOM-IF 
INNOCENCE IS LOST-IF 
THE GLAMOROUS LIFE OF 

THE STAGE TURNS OUT TO 
BE A TAWDRY SHAM! 
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